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DEDICATION. 

TO THE BIGHT HON. THE 

LORD VISCOUNT MAHON, M.P., 



My Lord, 

Having always felt that if, under the auspices of the 
Dramatic Law, which your Lordship was so instrumental in 
passing in the session of 1843, 1 should ever be able to produce a 
play, an acknowledgment would be due to your Lordship, 
permit me to present this production, not as an adequate offering, 
but as a trifling acknowledgment of the sense I have of your 
Lordship's patriotic and generous exertions in causing the absurd 
laws to be repealed which forced the worst kind of drama 
upon, and prevented the best from being presented to, the 
people. Working in a humble sphere, and with my pen alone, 
I was fortunate in attracting the attention and aid of the Press, 
and of reviving the feeling of a portion of the public on the 
subject, and, being ultimately assisted by some literary friends, 
the cause was conveyed to your Lordship. Thus, nine years 
after the law had been enacted which protected the copjrright of 
dramatic authors, the present law, which entirely emancipates the 
poetical drama from a destructive monopoly, was obtsuned. 

It is therefore the duty, as I am sure it is the desire, of every 
author and artist connected with the better portion of the Drama 
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to acknowledge the benefit conferred on them^ as well as on the 
public, by your Lordship's timely and valuable co-operation. I 
am sure I but express the sentiments of the artistic manager of 
the theatre, who has enabled me to present to you this practical 
result of your legislation, when I assert that the total revolution 
produced in the tastes of the audiences, by representing the noblest 
works of Shakespeare in the completest manner, is owing to the 
liberty afforded by the law your Lordship induced the Government 
to enact. 

Were I penning a history instead of a dedication I might think 
it necessary to mention other co-operators in the task; but it is 
my present purpose merely to discharge, as far as expression can 
so do, the acknowledgments which I feel are due to your Lordship 
from every one connected with the Drama, be he author, actor, or 
artist. 

I have the honour to be, my Lord, 

Your Lordship's very faithful servant, 

F. G. TOMLINS. 

I2th December, 1849, 
17> Upper WeUtfifftan Street. 



PREFACE. 



It is quite proyerbial that prefaces are written for the delight of authom 
rather than readers. Smce, however, the reader has the option of 
passing oyer what he pleases, the author may surely pen what he 
prefers. Something, however, it is necessary for me to say by way 
of acknowledgment for the fine artistic assistance I have received in 
the production of this play. I believe I have had every aid possible. 
The power of personation possessed by Mr. Phelps was never, per- 
haps, more vividly shown, and the pathos of the part was represented* 
as it appears to me, with an effect greater than I had anticipated, even 
from this admirable actor, fully appreciating as I do his power over 
the passions. To Miss Glyn I am also indebted for a dignified yet 
tender delineation of the mother, in a mode that brings back the 
remembrance of the supereminent talents of that gifted family which 
may be said to have created a patrician order for the Stage. The 
grace and grandeur of theKembles, if not fully developed, is strongly 
indicated in all the performances of this new and powerful actress. 
To the remainder of the company I may conjointly express my thanks. 
And whoever saw Mr. Marston as the reckless young nobleman must 
acknowledge that he fully portrayed and gave force to the character. 
To elaborately individualize would, however, be wearisome; and 
therefore I may say, that this able and well-organized company are 
fully capable of doing the highest justice to plays of far mightier 
weight and purpose than mine, as indeed has been proved by their 
admirable performance of Shakespeare's masterpieces. To Mr. 
Graham, for his highly forcible and picturesque delineation of the 
Morisco ; to Mr. Mellon, for his extremely judicious and characteristic 
expression of the polished and crafty churchman ; and to Mr. Hoskins, 
for his animated utterance of a very trifling part, I am truly indebted. 
To Miss Bassano and to Mr. Dickinson, I am obliged for their earnest 
efforts, though the characters were not, perhaps, such as to suit the 
particular histrionic talents which both possess, in no small degree. 
Mr. Fenton's picturesque and characteristic scenery greatly aided the 
effect, and I am obliged by the tasteful care and talent bestowed upon 
it, as well as upon the costumes. 

To Mr. Ghreenwood, together with Mr. Phelps, as joint lessees and 
managers, I am indebted for the handsome and liberal manner in 
which the play was produced. And here I must acknowledge, to the 
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mortification of my vanity, that other motives besides the anticipation 
of profit led to the production of my play. A feeling that I had 
been greatly instrumental to the producUon of the state of the law 
by which they were enabled to make the praiseworthy bat hazardous 
experiment of giving the highest instead of the lowest kind of 
dramatic performances induced them, I really believe, to hasard the 
production of a new play ; for hazardous it appears to be, as &r as 
pecuniary considerations are concerned. But this is not the only 
rebuff my author's self-love has endured ; and, indeed, the attempt 
to get it performed firom its first conception, twenty years since, has 
{been remarkably productive of stem rebuke and severe mental 
schooling. Begun with brown hair and acted with grey, it has been 
productive of far more valuable results than money or notoriety 
could produce* I have seen inferior productions run a brief career 
of success, and I have, more unhappily, seen much greater productions 
neglected. I need but allude to the original plays of such great 
poets as Mr. Browning, Mr. R. H. Home, and I must add Mr. 
Stephens, who, though not manifesting theatrical tact, has a wondrous 
depth of dramatic power. By mentioning these I do not mean to 
exclude others firom the like merit. But to return to myself. '• The 
Adventures of a Five-Act Play " would make a very good magazine 
paper, and I had some idea of giving it in this preface, adhering only to 
the unadomed facts. Suffice it to say it would show such an array of 
chances against its production, as would prove it to be asubjectfor which 
Professor de Morgan might form a set of tables. The writing a five- 
act play, that will act at all, is no slight labour, but it is trifling to that 
which must be compassed to get it performed. At least I have found 
it so. The unknown dramatic author is indeed the hare of society. At 
his very commencement his friends depress him ; and I shall never 
forget, though I now can smile at it, that on first reading my play to a 
relation I was complimented as <' a perfect Timothy Spin-brain." This, 
however, is the common lot, and it is well that vanity should have 
some depressing power applied to it. Leaving home, however, it is the 
delusive flatteries of the theatre that bewilder and distress him ; and 
that portion of his adventures alone, perhaps, should be brought into 
public discussion. The young dramatic author in a theatre is treated 
as a lunatic ; and, ignorant as he is of the vast complexity of the great 
theatrical machine, it is no wonder if he become one. Having written 
his play, it is supposed his work is finished ; but it is then subject to 
manifold accidents : to likings and dislikings of parts ; to the rise of 
popular subjects ; to the changes of managements and engagements ; to 
the jealousies of situations and performers ; to wranglingB regarding 
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-what is termed buBiness ; to the calculationB with respect to new objects 
of success ; to the opposition of a bitter riyaby ; and, finally, to the care- 
lessness of a messenger on the stage, or the fury of abutcher'sboy in the 
gallery, who may confound a reputation at the moment it is approaching 
its long-sought climax. Nor is it to the accidents of the theatre alone 
that the unknown dramatist is a prey. The patronage and adyice of 
Mends become intolerable, and I have copies of my play (for it was 
psevionsly printed) in which there is scarcely a line or a situation 
unaltered. As I could not consent to adopt another man's pro- 
duction, I have invariably declined taking any portion of them. 
Snch. conduct naturally produces denunciations of certain damnation ; 
and secession of intercourse ; and rumours of all kinds are brought to 
appal the palpitating heart of the untried dramatist. One friend tells 
him that the principal actress accounts him as a deadly enemy, and 
another that the chief critic of the age is inimical to him. Equivocal 
compliments depress him, such as that it is a marvel of industry, or 
that his play is very like a piece he never read. At the ninth hour, 
having broken with several friends, and being utterly sick of reading 
over and over again his own production, he is assailed — at least I 
was — ^by professional claqueurs, who mildly insinuate "backshee," 
and declare that such and such authors always employ them. Being 
strong in tavern friends, loud of voice, and strong of arm, 

" Whose generous friendship no cold medium knows, 
But with one love, with one resentment glows," 

I defied this last attack of the foul fiend, and I hope every author 
may be able to do the same. 

I know not if there be any remedy for all these vexations and 
paltrinesses, or whether it be not the providential drag that is put on 
the inordinate vanity which is almost ever the incentive to acquire 
distinction. One thing is certain, no man of any sense can endure it 
lor any length of time, without acquiring some degree of that higher 
species of wisdom which makes him seek satisfaction in an intellectual 
self-approbation, rather than in applause so dearly purchased and 
often injudiciously and inconsiderately bestowed. To desire to 
manifest power is an innate emotion of the soul, that no education has 
been able entirely to eradicate, and no form of society utterly to 
obliterate. The best can but hope to direct this desire to a worthy and 
extensive result to others as well as to themselves. Every one who 
writes should be fortified with this higher incentive ; and time, and 
such circumstances as I have narrated will reduce, in twenty years, 
the most stubborn to a due sense of it. 

Had I been merely writing about ** wy play," I had written more 
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than enoiig}! ; but I hire namted and diflsertated on things oommoD 
to all ; and which, as thej must be unknown to the young aspirant, 
thej maj " cheer or chide " his drooping spirit. What I would 
Tenture to saj to anj aspirant, and to a dramatie one especiallj, 
would be, " Produce, if you are so gifted, the best, and rest satisfied 
with that. ' Repute will come when it will come,' and one or a hun- 
dred nights' theatrical approbation does not assure it." 

Befinre concluding this preface, which I haye written entirely to 
please myself, and which few will (and no one need) read, I must ac- 
knowledge my obligations for real wholesome advice to my dear friend 
Mr. Edward Hayhew, whose fine critical powers, espedaUy on matters 
of art, are known to most readers of the daily press. Technically ac- 
quainted with the stage, and profoundly with the drama, his advice, 
efpecially as regards condensation, has been of great value to me. 
To Mr. R. H. Major, of the British Museum, I am much indebted for 
aid in endeavouring to give to the representation of the scenes con- 
nected with the Inquisition a greater degree of correctness than has 
hitherto obtained on the stage. I am also bound to say that from 
my first introduction to Mr. Phelps, a very short time since, his 
conduct has not only been free from the casuistry and arrogance I 
have met with in those connected with the theatre, but it has been 
distinguished by the liberality, plain dealing, and courtesy that should 
ever mark the conduct of those connected with one of the noblest of 
the fine arts. I say thus much lest I might be misinterpreted as 
glancing at him in some of the remarks I have made. I also should 
wish to say that the higher portion of the living dramatists have ever 
shown themselves superior to anything like the jealousy of craft 
towards their unacted brethren ; and that from no one have I received (in 
conmion with many others) greater assistance to promote my dramatic 
aspirations than from Mr. Douglas Jerrold, who undoubtedly stands 
second to none in the language for power of satiric and dramatic writing. 
To Mr. Sterling Coyne, too, the hero of a hundred successes, I have 
to acknowledge the same generous desire to facilitate an introduction 
to the theatre. I ought not to conclude without thanking those 
friends who came, as the French say, *' to assist " the first represent- 
ation; and amongst whom I am highly gratified to acknowledge 
some of the most celebrated literati and successful dramatists of the 
age. Indeed, I have to be exceedingly satisfied that so moderate a 
production should have elicited so much generosity and kindliness 
of feeling. 

I believe I have now made all my acknowledgments, and said my 
say, 80 that I have nothing to do but to drop the curtain. 
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MEN. 

Garcia, the young Count de Vyera, 

son to the Countess 
The Marquis de Pacheco, a 

young nobleman .... 
Don Manvel, Jriend to Garcia, 
Thb Count d'Aguilar, a weak 

nobleman .... 
Frat Diego, the Bishop of Tarraco, 

uncle to the Marquis de Pacheco 
Rodriguez Xerife, a Morisco 

Michael Morillo 

John de St. Martin .... 

Dominican Priests and Chief 

Inquisitors at Seville. 
Doctor John Ruiz db Medina, 

Accessor of the Tribunal 
John Lopez del Barco, Procurator 

Fiscal 

Lorenzo, Seneschal to Garcia 
Pedro, a Servant 
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H. Marston. 
G. K. Dickinson. 

HOSKINS. 
WiLKINS. 

Graham. 
H. Mellon. 
Knight. 



Dolman. 

Belford. 
C. Fenton. 
Franks. 



AlguazUs, Officers of the Inquisition, Couriers, Servants, Guests, S^c. 



women. 

The Countess de Vyera, mother 

to Garcia and Camilla . 
Camilla, her daughter . . . . 



Miss Glynn. 

T. Bassano. 
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Flace-^ Seville, and its nearest mountains, — ^Time — the year 
1488. — Period of action — a few weeks. 



GARCIA; 

OR 

THE NOBLE ERROR. 

A TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L 

A Chamber in the Countess de Vyera's country residence. The 
CouNTBSS and Camilla seated at a table with papers, Ca* 
MiLLA looking at a miniature, Countbss sorting papers. 

Cam. Garcia's hair and eyes are more like yours. 
Is lie in figure like my fetther ? 

Coun, He has the same form and graceful carriage. 

Cam, I wish that I had known my father ! 

Coun, You would have known the noblest of mankind* 
Yet Garcia promises to be, when ripen'd 
By larger knowledge and confirm'd experience. 
His equal ; and in his mild sedateness 
His superior — less fiery and as bold. 
With {Sections as o'erflowing, but more 
Govem'd — ^he seems to me a paragon. 

Cam, Garcia has a will. 

Coun, Not an unkind one* 

Is it that he urges his friend Manuel's suit 
Too strongly? 

Cam, But what are all these papers ? 

Coun, A painful recognition of past things 
That I would fiedn forego. This the last act 
Of my long guardianship. A few days 
And I resign up the fief to Garcia, 
Smreadering to him his large heritage* 

B 
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Cam, Pat them away. How can we repay you ? 

{Putting away the peepers, and rising. 

Coun, Yourselves are my repayment ; and Heaven 
Is right bounteous in granting me such terms. 
If spirits are permitted to regard 
The lot of those they loved on earth, now looks 
Down your father's, and to his heavenly joys 
Adds one from earth. This repays all th' exile 
And wretchedness I knew when fleeing with 
) Ye, infants, from your father's foes. 

Cam. How had he any ? 

Coun. Rashly he trusted all that seem'd noble ; 
And, so inveigled, he assisted those 

Who were the wrongers, though they seemed the wronged. 
Thus betrayed, his valiant spirit sank. 
We fled — he died. Then long I combated 
For Garcia's rights — refusing proffers — 
Braving many threats — ^till truth was aided 
By its safe partner. Time, and we prevail'd. 
At vesper, and at matins, and at noon. 
It wad my prayer to fix him in his rights. 
And my fond aim to fit him for that trust. 
Both at last are granted, and I am bless'd. 

Enter Garcia and Don Manuel. 

Gar. Nay, stay the night, Manuel. Deaf mother, 
I can't persuade him to remain with us. 

Coun. Sure you will stay, senor ? 

Man. Thanks — ^not to night; 

Gar. Camilla shall entreat you. 

Cam. (Ungraciously, and walking away.) I «sA not 
The hostess. 
/ Gar. (aside). Camilla! 

Man. I take my leave. 

Coun. To speak a welcome that so well is known 
Seems but treacherous courtesy ; and such 
Reiteration but arouses 
The doubt we would allay. — I am sony that 
You must go, Manuel. 

Man. I am sorry 

That I must. 

Gar. Well, then, to horse ! for I felt 
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As now we entered a sultry drop, that 
Speaks a tempest. 

Man, Madam, farewell ! Garcia, 

I soon again will try the mettle of your 
Steeds and music of your hounds. Let me not 
Languish in your sister's anger. 

G^. I will 

Command her. 

Man, Not for the world : not even 

Yor herself. It is her will I covet. 
Not her voice. 

Gar. Farewell, dear Manuel. lExit Man. 

How often must I tell you, sister, that , 

Manuel is my friend ? 

Cam. I never said 

He was not. 

Coun. Camilla will let reason 
Guide her. 
Cow. "Us hard to reason through the eyes. 
Gar. Or through the tongue, seemingly. Remember 
I have told you Pacheco was at Salamanca 
The wildest of his set ; 'and his course since 
Tends the rather to convince than weaken 
Tte character there gained. 
Cam. He's not ambitious ! 

Gar. No, not of renown ; the scholar's laurel ; 
The soldier's triumph ; or the blessings 
Of a nation for justice and wise rule 
Have no charms for Luis de Pacheco. 
Bat Don Manuel is a man might sit 
By kings to counsel them. I would, Camilla, 

That you had my eyes, and so could see 

Cam. Double> and thus twice prefer Don Luis. 
Gar. You trifle, and remember not in me 
You hear a father's voice. 

Coun. Nay, Garcia. 

See, you have made tears start. 

Gar. I meant not this ; 

You know ttat next my mother and yourself 
Is Manuel to my heart. Do as you will ; 
You are Vyera's daughter, and my sister. 
Cam. I'll laugh a week to compensate these tears. 

[Embracing her brother. 
b2 
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Enter Seneschal. 

Cotfii. It seems a dark mght, Lorenzo. 

Sen. And threat'ning, madam. I am mistaken, or 
We shall have a sharp storm ere the morning. 

[MtUtering thunder heard. 

Gar. Your prophecy's confirm'd. 

Coun. Heaven! pity 

The mishelter'd ! 

[A storm is heard raging without, which increases. The 
rain pouring in torrents, and the thunder reverberating 
through the rocky and mountainous scenery. 

Gar. By Saint lago it is 

Better within than without* 

Cam. A vivid flash ! 

Cotm. And so quick followed hy the thunder 
Harks it near. 

Sen. I think it is abating. [A rattling peal. 

Gar. That's bad, Lorenzo, for your weather wisdom. 

Cam. The lightning 's incessant — ^the air 's on fire ! 

Coun, The rain pours well ; and that is some security. 
As 'tis said. * 

Gar. Manuel, I trust, is housed ; 

His horse is fleet. ^A vivid flash* 

Cam. It is most dreadful ! — Harl^! 

A human voice ! [A faint cry is heard. 

Gar. Nay, my dear Camilla. [A cry of distress., 

Coun. I hear it certain. 

Cam. There it is again ! [A knocking. 

Cror. Lorenzo, go to the outer g^te and see. 

Sen. Be sure I'll see, and that before I open. [Exit. 

Coun. Nay, see ; these are troublous times. The driving 
Forth the land these wretched Moorish creatures. 
Who, though of heathenish race, are human. 
And have become as fixtures on the soil. 
Seems needless ruth, and a strange piety. 

Gar, It is most vile. I say it not because 
The Moorish blood yet tingles in our veins. 

Coun. It must have out I — Tis thrice removed from thee* 
It was mooted much against thy father 
By my kinsmen ; but had he been all Moor, 
And held his noble nature, he had been 
Fitting compeer for a Christian queen. 
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Gar. Perish such vile distinctions — ^where there is 
True ^thfuhiess and Christian honour. 

Cam, Lorenzo's very long. 

Coun, The storm abates. [Muttering thunder. 

Gar. Tis sulkily subsiding. 

[A wrangling heard tDithoutJl " No, he cannot enter; 

" Let him not advance beyond the outer wicket." 

[Voice without, "] For mercy's sake — ^for the blessed lago— 
[The storm kept up — the rain now predominating. 

Gar. Ho ! — ^Lorenzo ! 

Enter Sbnbschal. 

Who is at the gate ? 

Sen. I fear a runaway ; one of those vile 
Moriscoes. 

Coun. What says he } 

Sen. He perishes 

If we refuse him shelter. Worn with toil 
And hunger stricken, he falls at the gate. 

Coun. Admit him. 

Sen. Against the proclamation ? 

Gfar. That is worthy thought ; this new tribunal 
May not be slighted. Already it has dared 
To seize our highest nobles ; and, strong in 
The people's love and king's protection. 
Strikes at our order most. 

[Voice without."] For Christian 

Mercy, shelter— only shelter. 

Cam. We should 

fNot refuse him. It is a night in which 
The wolf would share his moimtain den. 

Coun, Admit him. 

I do not think we are so priest- subdued. 
That fulfilling the Gospel's precepts can 
Breed danger. 

Gar. Yet should he be pursued ? 

Coun. If* 

As a Morisco, he has no crime save 
Ignorance — and that's an error ill cured 
By harshness. 

Gar, No crime, but equal danger. 

[Seneschal and Rodriquet «iUeruM|'» 
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Sen. Jliis way. 

Rod. Blessings — a thoasand blessings — my life — 

Enter Rodriousz Xerifb, squixlid in dress, and with the marks 
of terror, fatigue, and want. He seems fearfully alarmed, 
and, looking wildly and suspiciously around, rushes abjectly to 
the Countess's feet. 

Rod. Here there is safety. Let me kiss thy feet. 
The bless'd Virgin and the saints protect thee ; 
And thee, [To Cam."] thyself a saint ; and you, young lord. 
On all under this roof the saints shower 
Down blessings. You will not betray me, though 
They batter at thy gate with clamour more 
Appalling than the thunder, that but now 
Rended the moontains. Thee, and the saints, I 

Coun. Couple me not with them. Stand up ; thy fear 
Somewhat excuses thy abject bearing. 
Thou'rt safe. 

Gar. Who art thou ? 

Rod. A stranger. 

Seeking thy roof for shelter from the storm. 

Sen. You talk'd of a betrayal ! 

Coun, Say thy name ; 

And how 'tis thou art exposed to perils 
More dreaded than the tempest, as it seems. 

Gar. Your name ? 

Rod. Rodriguez Xerife — a poor wretch. 

Who, travelling alone, was terror-stricken 
By this storm. 

Sen. A runaway ! — a Morisco ! 

One pursued by the tribunal ! 
There is a proclamation which commands 
All to take and to surrender him. 

Coun. Is't so ? 
^ Rod. I am no foe to thy most holy church. 
1*11 do thy worship now. 1*11 

Gar. You falter 

And equivocate. I admire thee not. 
Nor thy abject thanks. You shall not peril 
This lady's safety. Speak what thou art, that 
We at once may shelter or dismiss thee. 
Speak truth ! or, by St. lago, thou shalt find 
.My wrath mx)re terrible thsui that thou shun'st ! 
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Rod. [with extreme trepidation, and kneeling,'] I will, most 
noble lord. I am pursued 
By the tribunal ! [Sensation,'] 

Sen. I knew — [is peremptorily sUenped by Qnfrgia.] 

Rod, I flee with 

Such agony of fear as might a soul 
Escaped the fiend's tortures. In these mountain 
Passes I have herded with the forest beasts. 
And feared them less than the ftuniUars 
Of the office. [ Aise^.] Hark ! — I hear the bi^y of their 
Sure-scenting hounds. You will not give me up ? 
No — no ! rather slay me here, than again 
Let my limbs go back to their long tortures. 
My flesh creeps at the thought, and the rack 
Again stretches every joint. Oh, it was 
A miracle that I escaped ; aid, Heav'n, 
And save me. 

Cam. Poor creature ! Surely we may 
Shelter him ? 

Gar, Yet the tribunal has eyes 

So piercing, and hands that follow far 
As those eyes can penetrate ; that I fear — 
Besides it is our mother is in danger. 
T ourselves 'twere httle ; — Tis on her they'd fix. 
The tribunal is nice in its distinctions. 
It knows I've not succeeded to the fief. 
Go ! we will not harbour thee, nor give thee up. 

Coun. He has rehed upon our charity. 
Nor shall repent it. Have peace and rest to-night ; 
And with to-morrow's dawn depart. Whate'er 
Thy fault, thou art a stranger. Enough 
For us is that. No thanks — attend him now — 
And set him on his road at morning's Hght. 

Rod. Iretiriny.] The saints and blessed martyrs only hymn 
Thy name. [JSxit, 

Coun, Enough ! — 

Cam. I'm glad he did not go. 

Poor creature ! how his limbs shiver'd ! and how 
His face is blanch'd with his continued fears ! 
I pity. him. 

Gar, Ay, and so do I : 
But yet I fear, my mother, you have done 
That is far more kind than safe. 
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Coun. If we wait, 

Garcia, to have safety and right conduct 
Idnk'd indissolubly, we lose die truth 
Of virtue and so make it a mere grace. 
Who comes ?— The storm is over. — It needs not 

[Knocking at the gate. 
That we speak of this poor wretched creature* 

Enter Seneschal. 

Sen. The Marquis de Pacheco, and the Count D'Aguilar, 
madam, have alighted, and— 
Conn. Give the lords entrance. 

Enter Don Luis db Pacheco and the Count d'Aouilar, as if 

from riding. 

Coun. Welcome to you, marquis, and Count d'Aguilar. 

[The customary greetings. 

Gar. Lords, you have had rough riding ; the tempest 
Must have caught you. 

Pach. Not much, count. 

I trust the lady Camilla is as {Crosses to Camilla, 

Well as ever ; as cruel, doubtless, tow'rds 
Her poor servants, whom storm nor tempest 
Cannot keep away. 

Cam, 1*11 wager you the trimming 

Of a gauntlet it did not rain to wet 
A mouse's back when you first mounted horse. 

Pach. Nay ! too harsh a judgment. The storm indeed 
Must plead our late arrival. 

Cam. I thought so ; 

You are on the road— - 

D'Ag. To my house, lady. 

Cam. Come, there yet is truth in men. You're welcome. 

Gar. The storm with us was heavy [interrupting them^ 

Coun. And sudden. 

Pach. And so with us, in part ; but^ some half mile 
Upon the road there is a cavern in 
The sandy mountain's side, lofty and spacious : 
A natural hostelrie ; in the which 
We hous'd, us and our retinue. 

Cam. I know 

It well; so bright the 8and» and beautiful 
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The arching entrance, round which the clast'ring 
Shrubs cling on the mountain's verge. 

Pack. You paint 

It, lady, 

Cror. Twas well you were so close to't. 

Pack, And others were like fortunate : for we 
Had scarce sought shelter ere a band 
Of these new bkck troopers — ^the familiars 
Of the Inquisition — [Sensation with Countess, Garcia, ^c.]— 
Why, Count, you turn pale ! 

Gar. No! 

Pack. Your are not heretic ? 

Gar, Pray proceed. 

Pack. The holy troop seem'd somewhat chafed for meek 
And Christian churchmen. They were chasing 
A vile Morisco who had escaped from 
The Triana. They had him in their view, 
When, as some said, the devil, to aid his friend. 
Raised this tempest, in the which he vanish'd. 

Gar. Then they left pursuit, and were returning 
ToSevilla? 

Pack. Said they not so, D'Aguilar ? 

D'Ag. Oh, no ! The chief still urged them on ; he said 
Their hounds had got the scent, and they would have 
Him yet. Escape's a crime they ne'er forgive. 

Pack. Tis worse than being innocent. 

D'Ag. Pardon 

Me, marquis, if I cannot join your laugh ; 
The office being the matter of your 
Merriment. 

Pack. Why, they war with heresy 

Not wit ; you're safe, count, both ways* By your leave,. 
We'll to our chambers, to change our reeking 
Garments, 

Caun. Pray command here. 

Gar. Lorenzo ! 

You must need refreshment. 

[Exeunt Marquis and D'Agtdlar. 

Cam, Do you fear they vrill return and seek him ? 

Coun. 1 begin to think there's danger.. Tb' QS^ 
Grows more terrible, and evidently aims 
To stoop the nobles by H9 yiolence. 
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O ! my children ! if for a Btraoger I 
Should have endangered you. 

Cam, It is not us 

Gar, No : they will pass on. 

Cam, If they should not ; bnt — ^ 

Gar, Let's not disturb ourselves with our own fears. 
Had they but suspected us, ere this they 
Would have thundered at our gates. Dear madapi. 
Think no more of 't : though not dang'rous, 'twere best 
Considered as a thing not done. ' Comfort 
Ye each other, and good night. 

Coun, It was but 

A moment's weakness. I know what 'tis to flee 
And be pursued ; and shall not sleep less sounds 
Having given shelter to the wretched. 
Good night ! 

Gar, Good night, dear mother ; and may 

The mom dispel these vapours, more bred 
Of the dark night and murky storm, than our 
Just fears. 

Coun. Farewell ! See to the cavaliers.^ [Exewnt LadUi 

Gar, I like not their hovering about here. 
They have denounced us as a stubborn race ; 
And they know the Moorish blood has mingled 
In our veins. They say, too, that the mark of 
Heresy is on us : which saying's half 
A condemnation. That Protean word 
Can take what shape they please ; and behind it 
They can stalk and trap us to destruction. 
He shall hence to-night. Who waits there ? Pedro ? 

Enter Servant. 

Send Lorenzo here. Since Arbues* murder 

They have risen in daring, and soar'd to 

A flight that the king cannot check. Lorenzo ! — 

Enter Lorenzo, the Seneschal, 
The stranger ? 

Lor, He is fast asleep ; and lies 

As if he would sleep fifty nights in one. 

Gar, He must be arouse d 

Lor. Ah !— 

Gar, Peace, good old man. 

Give him gold, and see him horsed ; and let 
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A groom (you can contrive a tale) conduct 

Him by the mountain path towards Cadiz. I fear 

We have been rash. 

Lor, I thought so at the time. 

Gar. There ifi no time for parley. See it don^ 
On the instant. I cannot to my rest 
With such a peril o'er my mother's head. 

Lor. He shall be gone within this hour : would he 
Had never come ! 

Gar, My heart echoes that wish. [Exit Lorenzo. 

This oppressive fear is foreign to my 
Nature ; and reason cannot cope with it. 
It may be but fantasy or weakness ; 
Yet I seem to know this hour's occurrence 
Is the seed of many sorrowing years. 
'Tis the Uttle cloud on my horizon 
Which growing to a tempest, shall precipitate 
My world of love and happiness to ruins. 
Would I could still these foreboding visions. 
And strike them down as rebels to true judgment — 
Impostors and chimfieras ! I can not ; 
And I must on my course linked, slave-like, to 
The chariot of this tyrannizing fear. 
The saints grant it be a weakness of my 
Body« distempering my soul ! [Exit. 



ACT IL 

SCENE I. 

The Castle De JMana, in the suburb of Seville, The Council 
of the Inquisition. The chief Inquisitors, Michael Morillo 
and John De St. Martin, Dominican Priests. Accessor 
(^a civilianj, DoctOR John Ruiz de Medina. Procurator 
Fiscal, John Lopez del Barco. A Notary to record the 
proceedings. Two Priests, as witnesses to the Notary, to see 
he takes down correctly, 

Mor. Concealers, favourers, and adherents. 
And all comprised within the seventh class. 
Must with a sterner hand be stricken down. 
We are too genfle ; we are too lukewarm ; 
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We loiter, and we fialter, and we lack 

Grace and zeal. We have sunk back ; and a dull 

Apathy curdles our spirits : we cope not 

With th' arch enemy. The saints preserve us ! 

\They cross themselves.'] Let our stubborn knees subdue the 

pointed flint. 
And let us cry aloud for help, and the gifts 
Of fervent zeal. 

Omnes. Sancte Dominice ! 

Mor, Amen! — ^Amen! 

[A pause, in which each appears to utter vehement prayers.'] 

Proceed we to our work. 
Whereto let's put the vigour of our spirit ; 
Nor flag where we should sweat. This infidel's 
Retaken, and the question has been strongly put 
To wrench the heretic fiend out of him ? 

St. Mar. Fiercely was it urged. 

Mor. See it perfected ! 

Let him not slip back to th' everlasting gnlph. 

St. Mar. He now desires to make fuU confession. 

Mor. Let us hear him. Bring forth Rodriguez Xerife. 
[^Exit a familiar,'] Signor Accessor, recite the accusation. 

Ace. IReads,] Rodriguez Xerife stands charged, first, 
with heresies manifold. Second, with participation in the 
martyrdom of our dear brother, Pedro Arbues, late grand 
master, in Zaragossa, at the altar there slain by him and other 
heretics accursed. Third, with flight from out the custody of 
our most holy office, seeking to withdraw into a heathenish 
land ; and now, with contumaciously concealing the names of 
the arch heretics who aided him to baffle our pursuit. 

Mor. The last, the deepest sin : of the first we ^ 

Have no proof. He comes ! Take his words fully. 

RoDRiousz Xerife brought in ; he appears emaciated and 

weak from the torture. 

Mor. Rodriguez Xerife ! — Peace be to thee. 
Salvation to thy soul ! Thou hast conformed. 
And ta'en the sacrament. See, 'tis in thine 
Heart, or what thou hast felt must here again 
Be tried with treble force upon thy quiv'ring limbs. 

Rod. Rev'rend fathers ! 

Mor. Peace ! Of the murder 

Of the master Arbues vou stand loosed ; 
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Bat still art gpiilty of contumaciousness. 

Refusing to reveal the heretic 

Who sheltered thee — a fleer from our judgment. 

Rod. Wretched, and faint, and gaspingly I fled ; 
Tracked by the wolves, and by thy oflEicers. 
Three days and nights no shelter did I know ; 
The fourth a tempest rose 

Mor. {Rising J] Peace, heretic ! 

Dar'st thou to palter ? Name thy shelterer ! 
Bring forth the pulleys and the water trough* 

Rod. But one moment spare me ; let me reflect. 
Lest I slander some true Cluistian soul. 

St. Mar. You shall have reasonable leisure, son* 
We wish not for thy torment ; greater to us 
The bliss to save a soul, than crush a body* 
Come now, the neune ? 

Rod, It will not peril her ! 

Mor, [To the Recorder,'] Note her. 

St, Mar. Alas ! You are a stubborn infldeL 
We hand thee over to the procurator. 
Who upon thee must pronounce the sentence 
Of the contumacious. A high-classed crime. 

Mor. Pronounce the sentence ; and 

Rod. Stay ! I c6nfess. 

Mor, Turn towards the recorder. 

Rod. I was near track'd. 

And taken in the mountains, when at the castle 
Of the Countess de Vyera I was sheltered. 

Mor. Knowing you fled from th' Office ? 

Rod. Even so. 

Mor. How went you thence ? 

Rod, Long ere the morning broke 

I was aroused and hurried forth— 

Mor. On horse ? 

Speak freely. 

Rod. Yes : and at parting money 

Was given to assist me on my way. 

Mor. This, with other circumstance, you can with . 
Truth relate hereafter ? 

Rod. Most perfect truth. 

St. Mar. Lead him away. The tribunal grants 
To the repentant the means to serve the church 
That they have wronged ; and thus tries their faith. 
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You stay with us as Algnazil. Be zealous 

In thy humble duty, and look for loftier aims 

Hereafter. Remove him to his station. [Exit Rodriguez Xerife. 

Mor. By Torquemada's edict, just received. 
At section five, as here 'tis written down. 
All nobles, who receive a fugitive. 
Shall confiscate their heritage, and, if 
Accompanied with proof of heresy, their life. 
Even so I The Countess de Vyera ! 
A heretic and powerful race, though 
Not so high as D'Arcos and Medina ! 
She shall be a warning. 'Tis time we should 
Strike terror to these nobles, whose contempt 
Has been a bulwark to the infidds. 
The monarch and the people are with us : 
These hidalgos are alone against us. 
They shall be awed ; and this good opportunity 
Must not be lost. Ere midnight let us have 
The Countess de Vyera in our house. 

5^. Mar, But does not the young count stand in 
The peril of this contumaciousness. 

Mor. How is that, Signor Procurator ? 

Proc. He held not then the fief. 

Mor. A woman 

Will be better : for it proves — ^what we should 
Light through Spain with beacon fires — that th' Office, 
In purging it of mfidels, recks not 
Of sez, nor age, nor rank, but goes right on. [Etteunt^ 

SCENE II. 

A Corridor or Gallery in the Castle of Garcia. 
• Enter Countess, Camilla, Pachbco, D'Aquilar, SfC. 

■ Conn. It is the custom of our fief. 
; D'Ag. A strange one. 

Coun. An ancient and an honourable ceremony. 

D*Ag. Very honourable. Rather tedious, I should fear. 

Coun. What, to receive his ancestral rights by an ancestral 
sword ? 'T is a more noble mode than by a withy rod, or a 
coarse lump of earth. 

D'Ag. Yes, it will not soil his hands so much. 

Coun. Sir, for a Spanish noble, you use strange language 
of a sword. 
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Pack. Your tAste lies not that way, D'Agoilar. 

D'Ag. I cannot understand what the rich want with 
swords, when they can huy poor men to use them. I am hy 
no means tired of my life whilst I have wealth to enjoy it. 

Cam. There's some sense in that, though it is not heroic. 

Coun. Some men, Count, can enjoy life hut with suoh 
honours bS the sword can win. Though Uiere are higher thingd 
than e'en a warrior's glory. 

Pack. Countess, methinks you sanction some «tart1ing 
and new-fledged opinions that somewhat shake our ancient 
feudal notions. 

Coun. Thoughts have been uttered. Count, which doubtless 
prove the coming of new systems. I venture not upon them> 
but our house ever has been known a staid supporter of an 
early truth, and of that spreading justice that shall reach to all. 

Pack, This new-found order ; these Dominican inquintor8> 
are jealous of all such, and will not fiedl to watch the young 
Count if such be his opinions. 

Coun. We take no heed, doing no wrong, of any such, and 
rest nipon our ancient rights and loyalty of conduct. 

Pack. Tis wise. Yet that word Heresy has gained a 
mighty B^ength. 

Cam. Come, no more state afiairs. Hie vassals kre 
assembled. Garcia has entered. Let us go, my mother. 

Coun. Come, gentlemen, and to-day witness a mother's 
triumph. Wdoome to your fellowship, my son, full as I trust 
of all that should become an ancient Spanish noble. 

Pack. Of that there is no doubt. Let us welcome him. 
Lady, permit me. [To Camilla. 

Coun. Come, Count. You will see this ceremony, though 
you admire it not. 

D'Ag. O ! I love a show, though I hate legal forms. 

Coun. Let us proceed. [Egemd^ 

SCENE in. 

The Castle of Vyera. A Gothic Hall, decorated with laurel 
garlands, 8fC. A kind of throne and other seats prepared. 
Garcia and Vassals discovered. [A flourish."] Enter the 
CouKTBSs, Camilla, Pacheco, d'Aouilar, &c. 

Garcia meets his mother, and conducts her tp ^^ raised seat. 

Cheering. 

Cmmt. Ilianks, my kind friends. Be seated, nobki* 
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Camilla* here. And now bid welcome to Vyera's lord ; and 
be asBored it is a day of glory to us all. 

Vassals. Long live the Count Vyera. 

Gar» Thanks, my kind friends. 
I have within me a glowing recognition 
That will not forth in words. For three things do 
I daily offer thanks. That I inherit 
Vyera's noble name ; your honourable homage ; 
And this lady as a mother. Madam, 
Here kneel I for your sanctifying touch* 
And, while your hand is on my shoulder thus. 
Let the world see I glory in thy blessing 
More than in the laurel or the victor's 
Wreath it could bestow. 

Conn* May the holy mother 

Protect, as I now bless thee ! hailing thee 
Lord of Vyera's wide inheritance ; 
Worthy successor to thy father's state ; 
And my true son. Now to th' investiture. 

[Attendants bring forward the sword, and arrangements 
are made.'] 

[Pacheco and Camilla moving aside, very close. 

Cam* Is 't not an interesting ceremony ? 

Pach. I know but one that 's more so ; and by those 
Eyes^ my heaven, I cannot live without 
I, too, take possession of my fief ; [Takes her hand. 

YoT the which I have done homage. 

Cam. My mother speaks. 

Conn. [Taking the swordJ] Antique its form: and some 
there are, that say 
Pelayo's hand has grasped it in the fight. 
Strange tales (time's cobwebs) hang around its blade. 
Telling its pow'r against the charms of sin ; 
Of magic monsters fading at its touch. 
And of its waiving at the clasp of guilt. 
It nerves with valour e'en my female arm ! 
Gird it, noblest vassal of Vyera's fief. 
Round thv new succeeding lord. ' Bid him mark 
WeU its dusky spots of blood ; and tell him 
No coward ever clutched its hilt, or tyrant 
Drew it in defence of wrong. 

Da Silva. Lord, receive thy fief. 
Homage to the Count Vyera I [All kneel and do homage. 
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Gar. Come forth, thou falchion of heroic mould ; 
Ancestral relic of the olden time. 
Come, let me grasp thee, symbol of my race ! 
A sacred shudder creeps through ev'ry vein : 
Long centuries are poised upon my heart. 
Honour and thou art handed down to me, 
Through many a body sunk again to dust ; 
But the one soul stiU animates our hne. 
Just as decaying moons, revolving,' wane. 
Yet waste, nor wear not the eternal planet. 
Here, on its cross, before high Heaven, I vow, . [Kneels, 

By all the valiant hands have clasp'd its hilt. 
To guard, to cherish, and protect with life. 
My king's, my vassals', and my house's rights. [Rises. 

Peace bids me sheathe it now, and rest it there. 

[The vassah respond with ** vivas " and cheers. 

Coun. This ceremony ended, thou art installed 
Count De Vyera. 

Gar. And thy loving son» more yet than ever. 

Enter Seneschal. 

Sen. My lord ! my lord ! I would speak with you. 

Gar, Then speak, though it had been better wert thou less 
abrupt. 

Sen. My lord, I would a word with you, in private. I 
have that to say is urgent ! 

Gar. Friends, your leave, but for a minute. 

[He walks apart with Lorenzo. 

Sen, My lord, be firm. The officers of the tribunal 

Gar, Come they — and for whom ? 

Sen. Stand up, my lord, [Supporting him.'] their eyes are on 
you. This tells their purport. — " To the Countess de Vyera." 

Gar, [Reads the paper."] " We command you to attend 
us here forthwith, to be examined touching the abetting 
Rodriquez Xerife, a heretic, and fleer from the office. Our 
officers will conduct you. [Drops it.] 

** Triana, Sevilla. " Michael Morillo, Dominican. 

(Countersigned) " John de St. Martin, Dominican. 

" John Ruiz de Medina." 

Sen. My lord ! my lord ! 

Gar, I'm lost ! I am appalled ! All is mist ; and the earth 
sinks beneath me. 
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Coun, Garcia, this business grows tedious. 

Gar. Get the guests hence. 

Sen. I will keep them back. [Exit. 

Conn. What is the matter ? 

Pack. No bad news, I trust ? 

D'Ag. No danger, I hope ? 

Cam. Garcia, you're ill ? 

Gar. Not — ^Very. Camilla, bid them depart. 

Cam, Good friends, my^ brother is not well ; 'tis nigh siesta 
time. Could you awhile withdraw ? 

Pack, No apologies. Come« Mends, the sun is piercing»and 
the day one of events to the young count. [Exeunt guests, 8fC. 

Coun, What is this ? 

Gar. The tribunal [Hands the paper to CandUa, 

Conn, What says that paper ? 

Cam. It is a summons to Sevilla : you must not go. They 
are returning ; what can it mean ? 

The guests re-enter, headed by Pacheco. 

Pach. The officers forbid our passing, and have possession 
of every chamber. No excuses ; our kind Mends will remain. 

The guests are formal in manner, and appear alarmed. 

Gar. This is adding outrage to their wrong. Friends, my 
mother, I hope I need scarce say, knows no crime. There is 
mistake or treachery in the matter. Be seated, whilst I go 
and question this intrusion. [Exeunt Garcia and Seneschal. 

Coun. Pray be seated 

Cam. And excuse our silence. Mother, sit here. 

Pach. Fear nothing, madam. 

Cam. Speak not now, marquis ; leave us, I pray. 

Pach* I wDl but say, I shall have means hereafter to redress 
this wrong, and they are yours. 

Coun. We know nothing yet ; but we thank you much. 

Cam. Now leave us. 

Pacheco coming forward, and in a low tone soliloquizing. 

Pach. This should work well for me ; but I can't see 
The game yet. It should Garcia give 
To the combination, and to me my wish. 
I'll not lose sight of it : I'll keep upon 
The scent, though I can't yet quite tell the prey 
I hunt. 

Camilla supports her mother, who is overcome, and sits 
apart from the guests. 
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Re-enter Garcia. 

Gar. Gentlemen, the way is clear, and I entreat 
Your pardons. 

Pack. No more ; let us take our leaves. 

< The company go out. The Countess, Camilla, and Garcia 
silently perform the customary forms. Pacheco goes up to 
Garcia, and in a low tone says — 

Pach. Count, but one word with you. 

Gar. I would rather 

Pach. You must have aid in this SiffsaT ; and I 
Will see you shortly to proffer my advice ; 
And, perchance, help. Let the worst come, there still 
May be a way^ would you confide in me. 

Gar. This is a matter to confide, so vast 
To me and mine, that ceremony stoops to't ; 
And you. Count, know I have friends more close. 
To whom I pour my thoughts out. I thank you 
For the offer. 

Pach. I will not then intrude. [Exit. 

Gar. I dare not league with him ; I fear him false. 
Motiier, they are peremptory ; but we 
Are strong ; and yet could overpower them ; 
A few hours' swift riding would carry us 
To Cadiz. 

Coun. Flight, if not successful, were certain ruin ; 
And thus accompanied with violence. 
No way available. They do but summon 
Me to be examined. 

Gror. Oh ! misery ! — misery ! — 

Enter Sbnbschal. 

Sen. My lord, they bid me say the time of their 
Return is limited, O ! can nought be done ? 

Coun. Nothing, good Lorenzo, but submit ; 
Nothing but that I see. It is inevitable. 
And must be met like death, or any other 
Of the decrees of Heaven. My cluldren, 
I must go. And this being so, let us 
String up our hearts to this resolve. 

Cam. WewiU 

With you. 

c 2 
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Coun. I fear not even that is left us. 

Gar. You shall not go ; it is not best. We have 
Stout hearts and many, that would keep at bay 
A thousand of their sluggish officers ; 
Fleet steeds 



Coun, My Garcia, this would but add 

Enter Servant, preceding Don Manuel. 

Gar. You know it all : thev *re come 

Man. What course mean you 

To take? 

Coun. T* obey the mandate, and repair 
Straight to the tribunal. . 

Man. Most nobly will'd. 

And wisely. Resistance is in vain : 
And this tells strong against the sense of guilt. 
It must be so, dear Count. Lady, retire 
With the Countess, and instantly prepare. 
It must be so. 

Coun. We have but minutes.' 

Cam. Must it be so ? 

Man. Alas 1 indeed it must. [Exeunt Ladii 

Gar. The crashing misery has fallen at last. 
I tried to think it was a boyish fear : 
I bid my reason lie to my conviction. 
And cry it was a fear. It is a horror 
That swells to madness. I am begirt, 
And, looking round the circle^ see no chasm 
For enlargement. 

Man. Be yourself ; and let not 

This first onset master you. Something there 
Must be done ; and, if not with, without yon. 

Gar. I'm stnnn'd and stagger with the blow. 
I would not think it real ; and yet I know it is so. 

Man, Sorrow never comes as we expect it. 
It is not a warrior's game where Mends 
Are marshalled forth. Sudden and unezpectant 
It fronts us in our smoothest path. No time 
Allowed for tiring : unharnessed, except 
With such mind armour as beforehand we 
May have, we must face 't foot to foot. 

Gar. Put me 

In the midst of clashing arms, and you'd not 
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See me shaken. Here, nothing's to be done. 
But all endured. A blank, dead wall of misery. 
Against the which the raging spirit foams in vain. 

Man. Press down emotion : seem calm, though that you 
Cannot be. Accompany the countess 
To SeviUa. Your house has urgent claims ; 
Your friends are powerful. You have no lack 
Of money. I, too, am wealthy ; and, together. 
We can bid high; or strike hard for safety. 
And here I vow, as brother and as son. 
Though not by blood, yet by affection strong. 
To surrender all pursuits, all wishes. 
To avert this misery. 

Crur. I know it. 

And I trust to it. 

Man. The Countess. 

Re-enter the Countbss and Camilla, aUwedfor the journey. 

Gar. You will go, mother ? Speak freely ; for if 
A gleam of doubt crosses your resolve we'U 
Stnke a desperate blow and free ourselves. 

Coun. I am resolv'd ; for I know that it is best. 
Yet regrets deep and piercing, throng to 
Remembrance, and almost conquer reason. 
His will be done who's will must be our law. 
I cannot think that any human judge could 
Deem my crime, though one of disobedience 
To the laws, worthy of death. 

Cam. Death ! — 

Gar. Wer't possible. 

No power should force you hence. 

Cotm. Never shone 

Your father stronger in thy face. 

By this fold [Falls on his neck, weeping. 

As yearning as thine own, know my love as deep. 
My pulses beat for thee ; and sense bound 
Up in thee, sees nought in all the world but only thee. 
The gentle Mother aid us ! We come. 

[Enter the Officers and the Senbschal, and 
exeunt omnes. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

The Council of the Inquisition. The Chief Inquisitors in Coun- 
cil, and their officers, Mo&illo, St. Maktin, Ruiz ds 
MoDiNA, &c., as before inSc. I, Act 2. 

Mor, This pertinacioos woman now must die. 
Some secret influence has swayed the court ; 
And they prate of mercy ! Short-sighted fools ! 
This, their mercy, is her death ; for they make't 
A matter of contention betwixt us 
And them. The safety of the order is 
At stake ; and to give way were to let in 
A precedent to our own destruction. 

St, Mar, I would see the father's letter last received. 

Mor, Signer Procurator, read it again. 

Procurator [reads,"] *• Thomas' de Torquemada, General of 
Inquisitors, to his brothers Michael de Morillo, and Juan de 
St. Mar6n, greeting and peace. 

" The King and our lady Queen, moved with felse mercy, 
have refused to ratify the decree without the personal exami- 
nation of the evidence against the Countess de Vyera ; there- 
fore prepare the countess for the aut6, and send hither 
Rodriguez Xerife. Nothing is needed but his affirmation 
before the council. See to this with zeal, and fear not the 
rich and powerful of the earth. " Torqubmada.** 

St, Mar. Could she be brought to a confession 'twould 
Satisfy the council. 

Mor, She is resolved, 

And refuses that e'en in the confessional. 

St, Mar. They are a stubborn race. 

Mor, We have subdued 

Much stronger. 

St, Mar, I hear feet in the passage. 

Mor, I have bid them bring her, to try again 
If she can be urged into confession. 

[The Countess led in ; she is pale and subdued. 
Seat th* accused. Lady, if those tears proceed 
From a contrite heart, with joy we hail them 
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As signs of grace ; and again give you opportunity. 
By full confession^ to repair th' outrage 
On our holy faith. We wait your purpose. 

Coun. I am weak, and worn with my perplexities ; 
I pray you pity me. I am a woman. 
And cannot cope with complex thoughts, nor fix 
My mind in long entangled arguments 
Of reasoning, I know I ne'er meant wrong. 

Mor. You answer from the purpose, and betray 
A most mistaken estimate of good. 
You have a pertinacity of reason 
Must be abased ; a self-conceited wilfulness 
Of judging which marks a mind imbued 
With errors deep and dangerous. ' You come 

* Not to the cross there lowlily to cast 

' Thje burden of your sins, but proudfolly 

* To boast your justifying virtues. Better 

* Were it for you that you came a moral 

' Leper, spotted o'&r with sins, steeped in lusts, 
' And with a humble heart subdued in faith, 
' Confidingly to trust the atoning blood ! ' 

Coun, I seek to show my deep confiding faith 
In charitable works. 

Mor, A common juggle 

Of the arch-fiend's, to cover hell-bom pride. 

Coun. I know no other way to prove my fiiith. 

St» Mar. She blasphemes. ' She is far gone in error. 
' And I fear the flesh must quail with pangs 
' Severe and sharp to touch her wayward heart.' 

Mar. This pride^ the kernel of thy spirit's sore. 
Must be extirpated, ere thou canst know 
Relief. The tenderest surgeon uses 
The sharpest knife. Confess, and we will take it 
As a sign of grace. 

Coun. I know no crime. 

St. Mar. Sister, think better of it. 

Mor. Still silent. 

St. Mar. This contumaciousness must be subdued. 

Mor. Woman, rely you upon earthly aid. 
Twill fedl you. We regard not your flowing 
Titles, nor your wide domains. * No avail 
' With us your page-borne cloth of gold, rich lace, 
• Your costly housings, nor whether upon 
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* Th' estrado, amidst arched halls, you sit enthron'd, 

* Or whether in a smoky cahin, clad 

* In serge, you grovel for a Hving/ Still 
Heresy is heresy ; and that we 

Will pull down, though crown'd and sceptred. 

St, Mar. Bethink what 'tis you hring upon your children ; 
Your lands will be confiscate, and your son 
Heir only to infamy. Your daughter 
Outcast ; for who dares ally themselves 
With those opposed to us ? No power on earth 
Can take thee from us. 

Conn, On Heav'n I rely. 

A mouse — the smallest bird, from desperation. 
Plucks a courage. You place me on the verge 
Of my existence ; and, whilst I stand upon 
Th' outer rim of this known world, a thrill 
Of more than mortal resolution nerves me ; 
And these harsh prisons, and terrifying 
Implements, and your brief pow'r, disappear. 
And I see a chorus of bright angels. 
Ready to wing their way to bear my soul 
To their blessed mansions. 

[Countess half swoons, and sinks on to the bench, 

St. Mar, to Mor, Her mind is wrench'd 

Too much ; she is o'erwrought. 

Mor, Let her be remov'd. 

Attendance here. Remove the prisoner. 

Enter Attendants and Alguazils. 

See her confided to the sisters. [Countess is attended out. 

We must upon the instant send forward 

Rodriguez Xerife. Bid him forthwith depart ; [To the officer. 

And, t* avoid suspicion, let him a-foot 

Across the mountains ; and, when clear of those, 

Take horses and haste onwards to Toledo, 

To meet the King and Queen. 

St. Mar. May he be trusted thus ? 

Mor. He is our officer, and whither would he flee ? 
We hold men by their faith and by their fears. 
And this enlistment of those who were our foes 
Is a new policy that surprises 
Short-sighted worldlings. Let him hence forthwith. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

The Marquis de Pacheco's House at Seville. 

Enter Pacheco and D'Aguilar. 

D'Ag. We might have been taken for infidels. 

Pach, And figured at the tail of a procession. 

D'Ag, Perhaps at the head. 

Pach, And been burnt. 

jyAg, I shudder at the thought. 

Pa^h, You would have glowed at the reality. 

D'Ag, Marquis, you make too light of it. 

Pach, Words can scarce do that, as vou would have found 
by the blaze. 

D'Ag. Will they bum the countess ? 

Pach. If they, don't bum, they 'U singe her. 

D'Ag. I think she's guilty. Camilla's handsome ! 

Pach. I think her so. 

D'Ag. You cannot wed her now ? 

Pach. Why not ? 

D'Ag. Unite with one whose mother is in the prison of the 
holy office ! 

Pach. That will not make the daughter ugly. 

D'Ag. But it may poor. 

Pach. I am no Jew — I prefer flesh to gold. 

D'Ag. I should be always thinking of the flames. 

Pach. And I always feeling them. [A knock.'] Here comes 
my uncle, the Bishop of Tarraco, and one of the Council of the 
King. 

D'Ag. Perhaps of the Inquisition ? 

Pach. Welcome, reverend uncle. 

Enter Fray Diboo, a Bishop, with much ceremony. 

Diego. Peace to thee, nephew, and this house. 

[D'Aguilar, who is very much alarmed, makes most obse- 
quious recognitions to the churchman.'] 

Pach. Thanks for this honour. I hope I see your reve- 
rence well ; the cares of our good church press heavily on her 
rulers. 

Diego. Early and late. From matin time till vesper I 
know not rest ; and here I stay, whilst that my vineyards and 
new gardens, at a grotto that I have — a mere grotto 
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Pack, [aside to UAg„ who is distressed^] A palace ! 

Diego, Beyond the mountains, are left the prey of wasteful 
hinds. 

Pack, Torquemada's zeal gives you no leisure for retire- 
ment, and that sequestered meditation needful to guide the 
church. 

Diego. The holy father is a valiant champion of the cross ; 
and all the faithful bless his great name. By the way, Pacheco, 
have not some of your acquaintance fallen within the rod of 
the office ? 

Pack. The Countess De Vyera. 

Diego, The Countess de Vyera? That's a sad case. I 
knew the lady once ; kind, and very, very pleasing. She has 
a son. This gentleman ? 

D'Ag. [in horror.] Me, sir ? No ! — ^I — I know them not. 

Pack. Merely a relation. 

D'Ag. A relation ! Great sir, he jests, most vilely. 

Diego. An intimate only ? 

D'Ag. No, sir ! I should not know them at a bull fight: 

[Sneaks out; 

Pack. Pray, uncle, does the countess stand in peril of 
her life } 

Diego. All are in peril once within the cells of the tribunal. 

Pack. Dare they strike so high ? and on such evidence ? 

Diego. What they dare do. Donna Eleonora's fate will 
show ; who, though she died witl^n the church's bosom, was 
dragged from out her grave, on bare suspicion ; her body 
burnt, her memory and children condemned to infamy, her 
property confiscated, her dwelling razed. Beatrice Cazalla, 
too, but lately, at Valladohd, though confessing at the torture, 
and beseechmg to be reconciled, was strangled, and then 
burpt. 'Tis dreadful ; and I trust we err not in appl3dng 
force to the body, to correct the mind. 

Pack. How else can power be maintained ? But I pray, 
uncle, tell me, is the countess sentenced ? 

Diego. [Looking round.] I am a foohsh uncle; but I 
know that I may trust thee. 

Pack. With thy Hfe. 

Diego. They are baffled ; the Queen takes up her cause, 
and refuses to give sanction for her death ; at least, until the 
accusing witness is examined by the council. 

Pack, Then she is safe ? 

Diego. By no means ; Torquemada's wrath is great : and 
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lie has wrung a promise from the King, if the proof is verified, 
the judgment of the oflBLce shall be allowed. 

Pack, Can it be verified ? 

Diego. Most fully. The witness (the very man she shel- 
tered) in a few days departs to meet the council at Toledo. 

Pack, He must pass the sierra, and the house that shel- 
tered him ! 

Diego, What of that ? 

Pack. I wonder his conscience can permit it. 

Diego, 'Tis dangerous to discuss such points. Farewell ! 
I pity the poor lady ; though, doubtless, her fate is just : and 
prudence still should teach thee, nephew, to shun the accused 
of the office. Thou hast a kind heart. Farewell ! 

Pach, Thanks, reverend uncle, for this visit and advice. I 
will conduct you. [He conducts the Bishop off, and returns. 

Passes dose to Garcia's ? probably alone — unarmed. This is a 
great chance ! I will to the count, and make a bargain of it 
for his aid, and for his sister. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 

A Chamber in Garcia's House. 

Garcia and Camilla discovered, sitting apart most dejectedly. 

Cam, [Rising and approaching Garcia.'] Garcia, speak to 
me. Say something, for horrid fears throng on me, and I 
lose myself. 

Gar, Is Manuel returned ? 

Cam. I have sent two 

Messengers to look if they can see him 
At the mountain's gorge. 

Gar. What is the hour now ? 

Cam, Three from siesta. 

Gar. Then 'tis past his time. 

Cam. I'm glad you're more compos' d, my brother. 

Gar, This blow has made us old, and tremulous. [He getsup. 
It has ta'en from us the loftiness of youth. 
I have no hope — ^no energies — ^no mind. 
Like a man sick with fever, I stagger 
To and fro, and shiver at the wind. 
Or start at any motion. I dream, 
I do not Hve. [IValking away. 

Cam. Hark ! — I hear horses ! 
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Gar. They pass. 

Cam. No ! 

Man. [Without^ Where is your lord ? 

Gar, [Rushing forward and calling^ Manuel! Here! here! 

Enter Manubl. 

You have succeeded ? 

Man. [Gives signs of denial."] 

Cam, 'Tis not worse than now ? 

Man. All is not yet lost. 

Gar. Those are dreadful words. 

Which are never uttered but o'er the dying 
Or the dead. 

Man. Not so ; I've not succeeded. 

But we will not despair. 

Gar. Are matters worse 

Or better ? speak out, though you should utter 
What would take life, or make it worse than none. 

Man. I have nothing to cheer or to destroy ye. 
Things are, as heretofore, undecided, 
Or unknown. The countess still a prisoner. 
Unapproachable. All proceedings 
But guess'd at and conjectured. 
Th' office impenetrable and formal. 
'Tis like a time of pestilence ; and a contagion 
Worse than the plague seems t' infect society. 

Gar. But you made efforts ? you were not dismay'd ? 

Man. Thine and my wealth I proffer'd them ; they said 
It was unholy, and shudderingly 
Turned from it. I sought with piteous words 
To move compassion ; the best but counsell'd 
Me to beware of such a dangerous suit. 
I then demanded justice to a noble. 
They frown'd and left me. Experience fails me. 
And I've no art for their new policy. 

Cam. Is there no hope ? 

Gar, Why did I let her go ? 

Have money, threats, entreaties, lost their force ? 
Is there no stratagem some cunning-minded 
Man might craftily devise to aid us ? 

Man. I cannot see a way. 

Gar. I'll to the court. 

Spite of their edicts. 
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Man. That were certain rain. 

All friends of the accused are forbidden 
Its approach, as you well know, or yon would 
Not Imger here. You'd go but to your death. 

Gar. If Hope is dead, why should not we die too ? 

Man. Th' extremity of ill hath that resource. 

Cka*. And are not we at this extremity ? 

Man. Not yet ; let us await the sentence — ^that 
They must publish ; when known, some chance may give 
Us means to avert the final horror. 

Cam, Is this the only comfort we can have ? 

Gar. We can be silent, though not calm. Leave us 
Awhile, Camilla. 

[Exit. Manuel attends Camilla off, and returns; and 
Garcia rushes to him. 

Gar. Had I had some years of happy manhood 
To repay her cares and anguish for my youth. 
And thus make up my father's shortened life. 
That her existence might not be one course 
Of patience and endurance, I could have 
Taken it as the mortal lot to which 
We aU are subject. But she's had no pause ; 
Still sorrows have assail'd her, which ever. 
As her patience vanquish'd, renewed ones have 
Pursued her. Oh ! Manuel, 'tis a fate 
Too severe, a task too rough for my young 
Manhood. I might have borne it hereafter ; 
Or if the staggering weight had been put 
On piecemeal. But thus to have the greatest 
And the weightiest and the only grief 
I could not meet launch'd at my entrance step, 
*Tis more than I can bear. 

Man. Rouse thee. Some one comes. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. My lord, the Marquis de Pacheco has alighted, and 
craves to see you. 

Cror. Is this good or bad ? 

Man. I should have liked it 

Better by any other man, be it 
What it may. 

Gar. I will see him, as it is 
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No matter who I see. For I am like 

A mariner who hath lost his reckoning. 

I float with any gale. Bid the Marquis 

Hither. [Eait attendant.'] Let us go in, Manuel, that 

I may resume my manhood, and so meet 

This news, whatever it may he. 

Man. Come, that 

Is more like yourself. Come. 

[Exeunt Garcia and Manuef ^ 

Enter Pachbco, preceded by a Servant. 

Pack. Tell your lord I wait. [Exit Servant. 

This news I bring to Garcia, 
Who so does prize his mother, is worth 
A ransom greater than I demand ; 
And for him thus to end a matter 
That seemed to have no end. 
By the flourish of a sword or blow, 
Must pass his expectation. I am glad 
To do him service, and secure him thus 
To our good cause. And even though his mother should 
Be saved, yet, fearing still the power of th' oflice. 
He'll aid us in its overthrow. 

Re-enter Garcia. 

He comes. 
Fortune woos me, and I have come to share 
Her favours with you, count. 

Gar. I thank you much. 

I remember when we parted you signified you had 
A means of help, which then I did repulse. 
I cannot now afford to cast away 
The chance of any help from any hand. 

Pack, Th* office must be stayed; and these are no light 
words. 
It must be stayed. The King and priests are both 
Conjoined against us, and a deep conspiracy 
Is waged 'gainst our ancient Gothic rights. 

Gar. Your words are kindling, and are the first that 
Have had comfort since this blow was stricken. 
Count, I've done you wrong, and undervalued 
Your capacities, and overcharged your errors. 

Pack. ' It is the case too oft with the precisely good. 
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Imperfect reckoners ! ' No more of that ; 
But let us bind our thoughts on this great wrong 
rhat now o'ermasters thee, and which next minute may 
Fix on me or any other noble who 
Has wealth to tempt, or power to resist 
rhis new-bom domination. 

Gar, By Heav'n, you talk 

As there were hope. 

Pach, There is not only hope. 

But certainty. 

Crur. Put into fewest words 

Your predons tidings. 

Pach. You must have patience ; 

For I have much to say, that is well worth 
The hearing. 

Gar. I'll study to be calm. \ ^ 

Pach. To serve 

Thee, count, I must reveal things perilous 
To many. We are on the eve of a revolt 
Against th* office. * The nobles are strongly 
' Banded in Arragon and Catalima, 

* And in the north. In the south, here, we have 
' Been more sluggish, but daily gather strength : 

* And, when a rising's made, shall answer here 
' As freely to the challenge as elsewhere.* 

C^r, Is my mother's life contingent on this rising ? 

Pach, Not entirely. 

Gar. I pray you come to that. 

Pach, Know you who 'twas betrayed your good mother 
To the office } 

Gar, I coold not learn. 

Pach. The wretch 

She saved. 

Gar. Rodriguez Xerife? 

Pach, Even he. 

Gar, The saints have mercy on him ! for too fierce 
The just pmiishment of such a deed would be. 

Pach. Wrench'd by torture, and less alive than dead. 
The miserable reptile yielded. 

Gar, The proofs indisputable then ? 

Pach, It is. 

Gar, Whence, then, comes relief ? 

Pach, Now will I tell thee. 
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Count, what no one else could, the proceedings ; 

Of the tribunal against the Countess. 

Sentence has been passed. Nay, bear thee up. Count — 

But is not ratified ; and the secular 

Power refuses still to execute. 

G<ir, Heaven preserve it ! 

Pack. But on condition 

Only that this witness — this treacherous villain — 
This monster of ingratitude and baseness — 
Shall prove before the King and Queen in council 
His fatal charge. 

Gar, And if they cannot shake 

His testimony ? 

Pack. Then your mother dies. 

Gar. What is the relief, then, that you promised us ? 

Pack. Complete, as it is easy. This witness — 
This apostate — on whose word hangs your kind 
Mother's life, passes near this spot, on his 
Way towards Toledo. 

Gar. When ? 

Pack. In a few days. 

Gar. Then there's little time to use the succour. 
1 pray you not to palter with my hope. 
But say at once what is 't we are to do : 
I only see there is no time to lose. 

Pack. Count ! Only see there is no time to lose ? 

Gar. Why this riddling ? you harass me beyond 
Endurance. You have not said all that I 
Care to hear ; what are the means of rescue ? 

Pack. I have not said it ? I must say again 
What I said before. I say, this witness — 
This apostate — ^upon whose sole word hangs 
Your worthy mother's life — ^for, if he never 
Gets there,, the Queen will keep her oath, and set 
The Countess free — I say he passes here. 
Within a mile, alone, and, probably. 
Unarmed. Now do you understand me, count ? 

G<ir. You would prevent his passing ; how, I pray ? 

Pack. There is but one way to stop a treach'rous tongue, 
I'd stop it at the lungs. He must be kill'd. 
You want plain words, I see, and I am blant. 

Gar. Is life so little with you, or the decrees 
That ever have been uttered by all religions 
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Against blood-shedding so slight, that thus you 
Cast them off ? Murder ! 

Pack. You may call it so. 

And words may give it terrors. To me it seems 
But justice and redress. 

Gar. *Tis not at words 

I falter. 

Pack. Sure not at a deed would save 

Your mother. 

Gfar, O ! horrible relief ! Is 

This your proffer'd aid } 

Pack, * Did you think to unbar 

'The bolts of the Triana dungeons with 

* A girl's weak fingers ; or by pronouncing 

* A mumbled charm ? I show you to a way, 
'And then you cry 'tis steep. 

Gar, Not in cold blood ! 

The laws of Heaven and man forbid it us. 

Pack, When, as with us, the law is overthrown. 
Justice returns to every single breast ; 
And we, in judgment, sit on our own wrong. 

Gar, It cannot be glozed o'er. 'Tis written here. 
In characters that passion cannot dim. 
To slay a man for our own private ends, 
Whate'er the motive, 's murder ! O ! there is 
A majesty and mystery in life 
That win resent itself ; and nature speaks 
With such appalling tones to the rebellious 
Hand that dares to violate it, that any 
Agony can rather be endured. 
Pack, One of the two must die. 
Gar. Tempt me not thus. 

Pack, Sir, I have no cause to tempt. I have done. 
At peril to myself I furnish you 
With means to save your parent — you decline 't. 
Gar, No! No! Not to save her. O! misery! 
Pack, Had I a lov'd mother's life pois'd against 
A cardinal inquisitor's, I know % 

Whose would kick the beam. I marvel at you, Count. 

Gar» * Are life's issues placed within these hands ? 
• You cannot say they are. No ! they are in those 
' That shape these sad events, and there in trembling 
' Faith, I 'U leave them still. 
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Pack. We differ, but need 

Not quarrel ; whatever now has passed is 
Sacred to both breasts. 

G^«^- Oh, had your aid come 

In any other shape I would have thank'd 
You with all my fortune, and my heart ; but. 
As it is, I would I had not heard it. 

Pack. I see you do not wish to parley. 

Gar. Stay ! 

I am not in condition to decide 
What should be done or left. I would save her 
At my own life's cost ! but start to take 
Another's. Perhaps some other way may 
Strike us. 

Pack. I cannot hope for one so sure 
And easy. 

Gar. Oh ! most hard ! I will go pray. 
You say in a few days he passes here ? 

Pack. You shall know the very hour and the place. 

{Exit Marqws 

Gar. He 's gone. Marquis ! I will not call him back. 
My very thoughts betray me ; and disarm 
My stronger reasonings. A villain slain. 
And a good mother saved, is as 't should be. 
All goes right and smoothly ; but a whisp'ring 
Still tells of the commandment against slaughter. 
I cross the heavens' will, and asunder 
Rend the great decree launch'd on the blood-shedder. 
Oh ! blessed mother ! think not I desert thee ! 
Were it but life, I'd give it as I would 
Sleep, drink, or feed, or aught that is most easy. 
Oh ! dreadful liberty of choice ; But no — 
The wrong is certain ; but the right, a doubt. 
I 'U keep to that. Murder ? It must not be ; 
'Tis beyond question. Would it were out of reach ! 
Oh ! miserable fate ! to have her life 
Thus balanc'd on my will. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A Terrace. 
Enter Qjmiia^k, followed by Pachbco. 

Pack, Why offended ? 

Cam. 'Tis with myself I quarrel. My eyes offend that 
have misled my mind, and cheated it with a mere show of 
what was nohle. 

Pack. Oh, be not angry, lady. I repeat, I love thee still, 
though fortune may take from thee those substantial charms 
that win ambition. 

Cam. Ambition is not love. By making it a favour, you 
have done a kindness you ne'er thought on ; and I thank the 
heavens that from my eyes have taken the illusion, and shown 
thee as thou art, a brave suit, without a form within it. 

Pack. This haughtiness but ill becomes thy state, and my 
rash offer ; which yet again I tend. 

Cam. And didst thou thereto, put all the gems the dark 
mines of the East have ever yielded, still would I scorn it. 

Pack. You are romantic, lady, and perchance Don Manuel 
may prove more chivalrous. 

Cam. Are you insolent too ? 

Pack. To that, lady, a rival on my sword's point shall 
have an answer. 

Cam. Loved I this ruffian ? As you do not depart, I will. 
Henceforth never address me more. Your theme was out of 
time, as truth. [Exit. 

Pack. I will have her ; perchance on easier terms than 
marriage. My will shall not be baffled. Her insolence but 
goads me ; and revenge shall give a fiercer zest to appetite. 
Manuel shall not revel where I'm repulsed. 'Sblood, *t has 
moved me, and ruffled to a tempest my slow-beating pulses. 
Garcia shall kill this fellow ; and of his tender conscience I '11 
make a cord shall bind this haughty beauty, and his countship, 
to my projects. I must be calm, for calmness is my forte, 
and I am wont to be impatient at nothing but mine own im- 
patience. Time will bring all. [Ejnt, ' 

d2 
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SCENE II. 

Don Pachbco's House. 

Enter Count If XQuiLkv., followed by a Servant, 

D'Ag. I will await your lord's return. Bring me the 
writing implements, and put a seat near yonder window. 
Servant, The Marquis is expected shortly, Senor. 

[Exit Servimt, 
D'Ag. (solus.) I do not like this business at all. I am afraid 
I shall be mixed up with it, and the daringness of the Marquis 
is awful. I 'U write to my agent at Cadiz, and bid him have 
plenty of bullion ready should I choose to take a sadden trip 
beyond the seas. The Marquis so frightens me when I am 
with him I consent to anything. But if he does go too feur I 
will pluck a courage — I am determined I will — and — and — 
1*11 have the spirit to inform against him — I will — I — the 
Bishop ! I 'U not intrude on him. 

[Turning round, sees Dibgo entering. Retires, and sits 
down at the table with his hack towards the entrance. 

Enter Pacheco and his uncle Fra Dieoo. 

Diego. The Countess will be saved. 

Pach. Is 't certain ? 

Diego. Quite. Torquemada has countermanded all pro- 
ceedings against her at intercession of the Queen, who has 
been moved, as it is thought, by her confessor ; but any way 
'tis certain. 

Pach. I thought there was no hope. 

Diego. There was no hope ; and 'tis a chance so rare that 
not a gamester in all Seville would have ventured a maraviedo 
on it. 

Pach. I may depend on this. 

Diego. But not repeat it. And I am very foolish to tdl 
thee of it. It is not known to the Countess, nor any soul 
beyond our council ; nor must it, at peril of thy safety and of 
mine. I have no time for further parley. 

Pach. Farewell, good uncle, and thanks for this confiding- 
ness. [Exit Fbjl Diego.] There is not a moment to be lost. 
Garcia must do it. The plot, too, thickens, and ambition shows 
a sudden rising path. In Arragon they 're stirring. 

D'Ag. [Coming forward.^ I 'm glad the Countess is saved. 

Pach. Ha ! You overheard us, then ? 

D'Ag. 'Twas nothing to overhear. I'll go with you and 
tell them ; one can always make something of good news. 
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Pack, Not for your life. 

D'Ag. Hey! Danger? 

Pack. The greatest. 

D'Ag. Let us avoid it. 

Pack, Meddle not with aflfairs oi th' Office. Let no one 
know what you have heard. 

D'Ag. The office makes men dumb. 

Pack. Senor, you know I 've done you service, and I think 
I may depend on you. 

D'Ag. Assuredly. 

Pack. Wti}1 you engage in a plot to root out this damnable 
Office from the land ? 

DAg. O mercy. Marquis ! 

\Looldng dreadfully alarmed about him. 

Pack. There is a league amongst the nobles against the 
church's -usurpation. In Arragon and Cataluna they 're firmly 
banded ; and in Castile. In Andalusia here they 've been 
more sluggish, but are gathering daily strength to show them- 
selves. "Wilt join them ? 

D'Ag. In fighting ? 

Pack. There are enough for that. They more want gold 
than steel, and chief the sanction of the soil's inheritors. 

DAg. 1 11 think of it. 

Pack. You 'U do it. 

D'Ag. You shall have money ; and, when you 're strong, 
my aid. 

Pack. And, as you value life, be silent on all you have 
now heard. Haste home and cast up your accounts, and 
gather in your rents, that, when our wants are known, yt)u 
may be ready. And remember, not a word of the Office or the 
Countess's redemption. 

D'Ag. You 'U not find me inclined to couple my name with 
the office, or any they denounce. I wish I 'd never heard of 
it, or her, or of your plans. I, the innocent, shall at last 
suffer for all your wildness. 

Pack. Be guided by my knowledge, and fear nothing. 
Farewell ! [Exeunt separately. 

SCENE II L 
Garcia' 8 House. 

Enter Garcia distractedly ; a letter in his hand. 

Gar. I am a- weary of this conflict ; I 
Will end it : at my soul's risk I 'U save Yiet. 
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She gave me life at peril of her own ; 

I '11 not deny it her. She shall be aav'd - 

Shall smik on us again : and cheeringly * 

Move on with us through life. She shall be saved 

All cold consideration hence ! avaunt ! 

The time for that is past. What 's to be done 

Shall be done vigorously. No shuddering-— No 

JSnter Camilla. 

Gar. CamiDa ! I have a way to save her ! 

Cam. To save — 

Gar. And t' avenge her. 

^^^' I fear our mef 

Has turned your brain, my Garcia. What to us 
Is vengeance ? 

Gar. What would you not to save her ? 

Cam. Anything, not disannulling her own 
Good precepts. 

Gar. And even that, if no way 

But that were left ? 

Cam. To the last let us hope. 

At the latest Heaven has power to save. 

Gar. [Sits doum.'] 
Alas ! the best have suffered most. 

Cam. IBending over him.} They have. 

We must not question Heaven. We cannot see 
The other side the circle that death divides. 
We know Heaven's bounty and its mercy ; 
But who can dare to step into its path, 
And undertake its office, and with puny arm 
Pretend t' effect or to oppose its mighty will ? 

Gar. Yet Heav'n msies choice of human implements. 

Cam. Not for evil ! Tell me your way to save. 

Gar. We're one in our great grief, and should be one 
In counsel. Our mother's life depends on 
Th* averment of one witness before the Queen 
In council, and that witness can well be 
Intercepted. 

Cam. How ? 

Gar. Death. 

Cam. Murder ? 

Quell the fiend that prompted such a notion : 
Trample it down. It is in moments such 
As these we are beset, and tempted to 
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Our ruin. You are in peril, imminent. 
And stand upon a pinnacle of danger 
So high and fine, tiiat no aid, save thine own. 
Can take thee down. 

Gar, Our mother's life's in peril. 

Who gave us life. 

Cam. Oh ! my rash brother ! Do 

You think our mother would consent t' exchange 
Her life for your perdition ? You wrong her. 
There is a majesty in good like^ers 
That must not be abased to violence ; 
I did not think another anguish could 
Be heaped upon our suffering souls. 
Gar. Weep not. Be comforted^ 
Cam. Oh ! have I lived 

To pray thee not to save my mother ? 
Gar. Some one approaches. 

Enter Servant. 
Servant. The Marquis de Pacheco, my lord. 
Craves instant admission. 
Gar. Admit him. 

Cam. I will not see him. Summon 
Now, Garcia, all thy better man. 
To combat with fresh horrors. Beware how 
You entrust your swiftest thoughts to settle 
For a moment on supports like those but 
Now reveal'd. Beware ! 
Gar. I will do all advisedly. [They embrace. Exit Camilla. \ 

Enter Pachbco. 
Pack. Count, you have not an hour to lose. But now 
I passed them on the road. To be secret, 
Rodriguez takes the mountain path ; and he 
Approaches quickly. 

Gar. There's no other way ? 

Pack, None. If he escapes you, not more certain 
The rising of to-morrow's sun, than your 
Good mother's death. Fate puts this chance within 
Your reach ; and, if you let it pass, not all 
The King's pow'r can save her. 

Gar. You are sure that others will be ready 
To rally round us when this blow is struck ? 

Pack. They will spring up cis if that you had had 
The dragon's teeth and sown them. 
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G<ir. We have strange turnings in this path of life 
Which seems so strait at first. 

Pack, Quick ! Count, resolve. 

He is fast approaching the mountain gorge. 
Come, let us go. 

Gar, No, alone 1*11 do it. 

[Retires to a table, where lie a rapier, a dagger, m^ a 
cloak and hat, in which he arrays himself, 
A few strides carry me across the hill ; 
And a few minutes into a new existence. 
Would there were a way ! hut there is not, and 

Pach, He hetrayed you, and he is a villain 
Of the worst sort. 

Gar, 'Tis not for that I slay him. 

Dear Count, my friend, — await not my return. 
But early in the morning let me see you. 
Mother ! I come to save thee, and to turn 
The rushing minutes that would ingulf thee. \Exdi» 

Pach, I have him — ^fast — to work him as Fve need. 
Into his own mouth he's put a carh so 
Strong, that a motion which would scarce disturb 
The summer films that float upon the air. 
Shall seem to him the wrenchings of a rack. 
This, too, will tame Camilla, and she '11 find 
I wield a potent charm will bend her will 
To mine. Don Manuel, too, shall gape, as 
Wise-fools do, to see this proud race move like 
Puppets, obedient to my wish ; thus 
One master-stroke subdues all to the will 
O' the truly worldly-wise. Let those rail 
Who scorn the only wisdom can avail. [EsM* 

SCENE IV. 

A mountain pass ; a secluded place, A narrow path running tf 
a mountain side, with a deep gully beneath it. 

Enter Garcia. 

Gar, Hark ! he comes ! What, if my nerve forsake me ! 
The hour itself breeds horror in the brain ; 
Night's murky vapours struggle with the light. 
And mingling forms are lost in dusky shades. [Draws sword* 
My very sword rebukes me ; and I seem 
To feel it tremble, as they say it does. 
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In gailty hands ; — ^Vapours of the mind, which 
Affect, hut must not overpower us. 
Yet blood has ever been held holy, and 
Heav'n there equal fixes the scales between 
. The king and sLave. Would he were come, lest my 
Soul, tending to that selfish centre, from 

ai^l "Which 'tis hard some one approaches ! — he's here ! 

[Rodriguez enters, hastily passing . 
Stay ! You shall not 'scape me. Whither go you ? 
^^at is your name and errand ? 
Rod, [Alarmed and crouching,'] Harm me not, Seiior. 

[Endeavouring to elude the Count, 
Gar. I know those villain tones ; you are Rodriguez. 

You are he sought shelter in our house, and then 

Rod* Count Garcia ! Mercy ! mercy ! mercy ! 
Gar. Scream out thy coward heart, which teUs thee I 
Gome to execute just judgment on thee. [Rodriguez kneels, 
l£s^ IHy to Heaven, and not to me. 

Rod, Spare me, 

Senor ; I will recant all I have said^ 

And swear 

Gar. You never shall swear more. [Seizes upon him. 

Rod. Spare me ! spare me ! 

Gar. [Drags him towards the chasm.] Pray! — pray! — ^pray! 

Rod. Oh ! Allah and the saints ! 

Gar. Forgive thee. 

[Garcia stabs him, and casts him into the glen, A cloud 
passes from the moon, which had risen. 
Gar. All is still — silent and mute. The heavens 
Are very fair : and the moon shines bright on me. 
The breeze bears the silent rack blithefuUy along 
The azure skies, and all is sweetly tranquil ; 
So tranquil that I hear the sheep cropping 
The heather grass. What's this? blood! warm human blood! 

[Starting with violent horror. 
Upon me, O God ! I am a murderer ! 
Is there no life in him ? no motion ? Not 
A stir? A dull, still mass, as senseless as [Looks over the chasm. 
The dod whereon it lies. Ho ! Rodriguez ! 
Silence answers more terribly than words. 
He is £eu: on bis great journey. Oh Heav'n, [Kneels. 

And all ye saints that I have sunder'd from me. 
I've shut the door of mercy on myself, [Rises. 

And prayer, with me, henceforth is blasphemy. 
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Let me, then, reason. I know that I must be 

Secret, cunning, close, suspicious, and most wary ; 

Dark, subtle, as tender to the touch as 

A flayed wretch ; as keen to the approach 

Of danger, and prompt to ward it off; and my 

First step in this crawling lesson must be 

In getting to my chamber and my bed. 

Would that I might wake within it, and find 

This an overpressing dream. Oh ! would I could ! [Exi^ 

SCENE V. 

The entrance to Garcia's Castle — Night* 

Enter Sbnbschal, Servants, Peasants, SfC, succeeded by me^" 
bearing torches. Afterwards the Countess enters, sttpporte^ 
by Manuel and Camilla. Shouts of Joy and vivas are made^ 

Sen. Stand here ; be brief in your welcome ; for our ladjr^ 
must have enough at this her wondrous return to move and to 
excite her. 

Serv. 'Tis a marvellous escape, and has no parallel. How 
came it, good Lopez ? 

Sen. 'Die Queen has a just horror of taking life, and inter- 
fered with such royal energy that our dear lady was pre- 
served. She comes. [Enter Countess. 

Coun. Thanks, friends ! I pray you thank them» Manuel. 

Man. Thanks, friends. The Countess is o*erwom; to- 
morrow 
You shall have thanks. [Vivas, 8fC., and they disperse. 

Coun. Where is Garcia? Is he ill? 

Cam. No ; not very. 

Man. He knows not of your deliverance. 

Coun. Let us to Inm. 

This sudden change is almost as destro3ring 
As the sentence. O ! what joy thus again 
To pass beneath this porch ! [Exeunt into the Castle^ 

SCENE VL 

Garcia's chamber — darkened. Garcia discovered, with his ketuf 
buried in his arms, resting on the table. A lamp and his cloak 
and rapier lying near. A folding-d^or, under a low archway, 
leading out of the centre of the opposite side of the room , Noises, 
as of trampling feet and distant rejoicing, heard. 

Gar. [Gradually rousing.'] What noise is this ? Is it my 
struggling dream 
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Drawn out ; or have I slept ? or sleep I still ? 
Dare I hope it is ? Oh ! damning sight, that 

Proves me to myself 

[Fixes his eyes on his rapier and cloak. Loud knocking at 
the doors, and cries of GarciaJ] These ! 
What is that ? These must not be seen. They come. 

[Casts the cloak, SfC, into a recess ; the noise increases and 
the doors open. 
Can it ? 

■Enter the Countbss, Camilla, Manubl, and Sbrvants in the 

background. 

My mother ! 
[Manuel and CamUla conduct the Countess to Garcia, who 
embrace vehemently, Manuel and the Servants retire; 
Camilla, Countess, and Garcia remain. 

Coun. My life ! my treasure ! 

Gar. You have returned ? 

You're safe ? you have escaped them ? I care not 
Now what comes. 

Coun, Garcia ! my son ! you're ill ; 

Coun. Let me look at thee : nay, turn not from me. 
There is a wildness in your eye : a heat 
Of hand, and yet a pallidness of cheek. 
That tells a lurking fever. 

Gar. Is that all ? 

Cam. The same cure will serve for both — repose. 

Coun. How long has Garcia been thus ? He is 

[They converse together. 

Gar. [To himself.'] In two hours ? it cannot be. A doubt so 
Terrible flashes across my mem'ry. 
Hell cannot parallel its agony. 
Two hours ? It cannot be, unless I have 
Been dead in sense for days, or my remembrance 
By this oppressing deed been washed away. 
What is the day ? — the hour ? Tell me the hour. 

Coun. Throw to thy cheeks some blood, and try to joy ; 
You affright us, Garcia. 

Gar. Is it past 

Midnight ? 

Cam. It wants two hours yet. 

Gar. Two hours yet ? 

It cannot be. Be sure you say what's true. 
For a little more, and I am mad. 
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^ ^^- ^ Help ! 

To bed, Garcia ; and we will watch thee. 

Gar. Four hours only gone ! by my thoughts it seemJ 
As many years. Yet 'tis too brief. It cannot be. 
There is a horror raging near me that 
Yet I do not see. 

Cow. To bed ; he's very ill. 

Gar, I have saved thee! Ididit! IRusMng to his mother. 

^^^^' Your conduct did 

Do much. 

Gar. Much ? say all : have no doubt of it. 
If that you say I did not do it all, 
I am flung to a perdition, deeper than ■ 
Tell me how you came ? 

Cam. Not now, Garcia. 

Coun. We have no strength left us ; we must get rest. 
The throbbing spirits, rushing back to our grief- 
Emptied hearts, will kill us all 

Gar. Tell me, mother 

Coun. A soul that had escaped the dark folds of the grave 
Could not more tremblingly look back than I, 
On what is past. 

Cam. Sp^re us, dear brother, now. 

Gar. I stand upon a mine that a light word 
Will burst, and hurl us to a destruction 

Coun. Rest — ^rest ; I pray thee, rest. You have endured 
Much, and nobly borne 't. My loving children. 
My wise, well-judging son. My noble boy. 

Gar. You do not say preserver ? 

Coun. This must end. 

We will together — Oh I what joy there is 
In that together — relieve our trembling 
Hearts to Him who thus has made pass from us 
The bitterness of death with violence. 
This done, a dewy slumber shall give us 
To the morrow, refresh'd for a new course. 
From which all clouds have passed. 

Gar. Oh ! could it be ! 

{^Exeunt Garcia, supported by his mother. 
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ACT V- 

SCENE I. 

A terrace in Garcia* s house, looking over a fine country. 
Manuel and Camilla are seen parting. 

Cam. We owe you many thanks : what shall we do 
With Garcia ? Tins, that to us is life's 
Renewal, seems but to him new sorrow. 

Man. Be near to him, but do not seem to notice 
His condition ; it needs not to advise 
With uninquiring love to tend on him. 

Cam, 'T is strange ! I cannot think why it should be ? 

Man. 'Tis strange ; but think not of it, lady. 
Grief past is conquer'd : the combat comes when 
That the heart is overcharged with wishes 
Which for want of hope ferment, and turn life 
Acid. You understand, and check me not ? 
Give but to these kind looks, words ; and let me 
Be assured that I too can share your joy. 

Cam. As you have shared our grief. 

Man. I had no hope. 

Though it is said no love can be without. 

Cam. Shame, at too long neglect and rash misjudging, 
Has withheld the fervour of my thanks for 
Your great friendship. 

Man. I do not misconceive. 

You say that you can love me ? 

Cam. Regarding 

You as my lord, whose true and noble mind 
Shall claim my love, and guard it. 

Ma'i. With my honour 

It is enfolded. 

Cam. Now farewell ! 

Man. [Kissing."] I live 

On this till I again shall have my life 
Renew'd by such another. 
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Cam, I am thine 

For ever. Farewell ! [Exit Manubi- 

[During this scene Don Pacheco enters, as if crossing the 
terrace, and sees the parting ; and Camilla, hastenii^9 
away, suddenly encounters Pacheco, who intercepts her' • 

Pach, Lady, I must demand why thus you taint 
My honour by this secret converse ? 

Cam, Taint your honour ! you rave. 

Pach, Go ask the Count, your brother, if you're mine. 
Or ask yourself, who have by all but words. 
By looks, to the which words themselves were dumb ; 
By all the silent means which lovers know 
To tell their secret wills, so oft confessed 
Affiance. 

Cam, Injurious ruffian ! 

Pach. If you love your brother, hold ! 

Enter Garcia. 

Cam. [Rushing to her brother, "] Ah ! Garcia. 

Gar. What means this ? why this disorder, sister ? 
Senor speak. 

Pach. Count, when I find your sister. 

And my wife that shortly shall be, parleying 
Breath to breath, and in low converse whispering 
With a rival, *tis time to banish forms. 

Crar. Who was this, Camilla ? 

Cam. Rather ask what 

The Marquis means by coupling my name 
And his. 

Pach. I am prepared to answer that. 
Or any question put. 

Cam, [Aside.'] He pauses, and I 
Begin to fear some dreadful jugglery. 
Garcia, dear brother, why do you pause ? 
You find me in the ruffian grasp of this intemperate man. 
And ask not even why ? 

Gar. I cannot think but that the Count can give 
An all-sufficient answer. You are not strangers. 
I thought that you were even more than friends. 

Pach. So thought I, and so I've told the lady. 

Cam. You could not. You had no right to think 't. 
I was deceived as he himself might be. 
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'Fhat he did once regard me : but misfortune 
Tested the counterfeit. 

Pack. I did not retract. 

Cam. No> you condescended to still love on. 
And mingled with your proffers vHest hints. 
You have some subtle aim, some undivulged. 
Some deadly purpose not yet brought to light. 
Pack. You grow scurrilous, lady. 
Gar. Camilla ? 

Cam, For some dark purpose did you not delay 
The tidings of our mother's safety ? 

Gar. Heed what you say, Camilla, your anger now 
Takes you too far. 

Cam, I have it in strong proof. 

Gar, Pftuse! 
Pack, Proceed. 

Cam. Count D'Aguilar has declared 

He and the Count Pacheco knew of it. 
Gar. Is this true ? 

Cam. His blood, blushing for his tongue, 

^Declares it truth. 

Pack. Nor do my lips deny it. 

Gar. Knew it before yesterday ? 

Pack. Even so. 

Gar. And yet 

Pack. I told you that Rodriguez passed 

Singly o'er the mountains ; which I believe, 
CJount, you found likewise true. 

Gar. Then, for nothing 

Have I slain him ! 

Cam. Why this horror ? Slain whom ? 

Gar. You're wrong ! 'twas Rodriguez' death that saved her. 
Cam,r Rodriguez' death ! Why do you glare so } 
^one across the mountains ! I see it. 
Oh ! monstrous villain. Oh ! my poor brother ! 

Pack. 'Tis time to take the vizors from our faces. 
Twas love for you that led to my deceit, 
^nd Garcia's tow'rds his mother, for the slaughter. 

Gar. [Rushing at Pacheco.'] My veins are bursting. Cold- 
blooded villain ! 
Honour — ^friendship — love — are sounds to thee. 
Bearing no meaning ; and you have no guess at them. 
Villain — I spurn and defy diee-— and I 
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Pach, Would murder me did it suit thy safety. 

Gar, Oh ! miserable dupe ! 

Cam, We are subdued. 

And in his power. 

Gar. Go ! denounce me, and crown 

Thy mountain heap of crime with infamy. 

Pack. Idiot, you point to me th' only path 
There's safety — 

Cam, Hear ! while thus / sue to thee. 

Gar. Sister ! No ! Let him do the worst. Let him 
Heap on his own head his own damnation. 
T'wUl treble it ; for had there been one drop 
Of mercy in his future's cup, this would 
Destroy it. 

Cam, For my mother's sake 

Pach. Enough 

Already has been sacrific*d to that. 
Keep your own counsel, and I desire not 
To harm you ; but must consult my safety. [Exit, 

Cam. Let us do that. It cannot be recalled. 
Worse deeds have by repentance been atoned. 
Some kind churchman shall teach you how to earn 
A full forgiveness. 

Gar. I thought that you would 

Shrink from me. 

Cam. My poor brother ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

A Pass or Road. 

Enter Packeco, in the custody of the Officers of the Inquisition ; 
who have the swords of Pacheco and his attendants in their 
hands. 

Pach. Attach me ? 

Officer, As accessory and principal in the murder of 
Rodriguez. 

Pach. On whose evidence ? 

Officer. Count D'Aguilar's, who has made disclosures of 
a further plot, wherein you, Senor, are deeply implicated. . 

Pach. Let me be conducted to my relative, the bishop. 

Officer. Already he's been questioned, and refuses inter- 
ference, giving rather countenance, than otherwise, to your 
arrest. 
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Pack. I deny the charge, and see some dev'lish malice is 
in play to work my ruin. 

Officer, May it prove so. 

Pack, It must, if truth and justice sway your judgments. 

Officer. None doubt that but the faithless. 

Pack, Can you not give me some short time to settle my 
affairs? 

Officer. Our order 's absolute : and in this most foul con- 
spiracy and murder the King has sworn t' admit no plea to in- 
terfere betwixt th' offenders and severest justice. So prepare 
for speedy death. 

Pack. [Aside.'] D'Aguilar has betrayed himself and me. 
These fools are two-edged tools, and cut both ways. 
Is it come to this ? "fis a vast power ! 
And swells with ev'ry moment. I am lost ! 
Gone ! as dead as if I lay within my coffin. 
I like it not : I stagger and feel dizzy. 
Life's ruddy current bounds within these veins. 
The fibrous muscles are drawn strong and tough. 
The trunk 's too full of sap to need the axe. 

Officer. We can not delay, and to you minutes are precious. 

Pach. Must I be thrust into the yawning gulf ? 
Minutes ! They fly, sir. Now — now — there *s another gone 
E'en while I speak ; my breath and life consume them 
As they are bom. *Tis very horrible ! 
And looking back for comfort, I can find 
But little to assure me. No matter ; 
ril die as I have lived. Whate'er the pangs 
Of death or its hereafter, my soul can 
Bear them, or it will cease to be. Lead on. 
I have thrown for a high point and lost the game. 
The forfeit must be paid, though life 's the stake. 
Forward, quickly. \Exeunt. \ 

SCENE III. 

A chamber in Garcia* s house, open on one side, looking into a 

piazza and terrace. 

Countess discovered with Garcia, whom she seats so 

as to get air. 

Coun, Out of thy deep sorrow springs hope of comfort. 
For my sake have some worldly thought of safety. 
We must hence to Portugal or England, 

£ 
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And seek to find some home, where thy after 
Life-course may help thee to hopes of mercy. 
Heap'd deeds of honour, penances severe. 
Shall entomb this thy early, only crime, 
Till it become a memory urging thee 
To keep the strait way of salvation. 
We must be prompt ; the pow'r we offend 
Is swifter than the tempest in its sweep. 
And far more ruthless. Camilla knows 
Of this ? 

Gar. She alone. 

Coun. Be sure Manuel 

Suspects it ; his keen sense would penetrate 
At once the mantle of thy silence. 
They will unite and go with us. 
This perilous confession shook thy breast 
In telling it, and o'erwhelm'd me in hearing 't. 

Gar, 'Twas a combustion, and a heart burst 
Could not be confin'd. 

C(mn. 'T was thy better nature 

Overcoming the evil had usurped 
Thy sovereign goodness. It has conquered : 
And there is no churchman but will give 
Thee absolution, and resolve thee 
Of this fatal deed. 

Gar. I am a ruin. 

' And tempestuous wreck of what I was, 
' And cannot be rebuilt by human means.' 
The immortal gem is flaw'd ; ' not all the art 
' Of all the myriads of the host of heaven 
• Can make it whole again.' 'Tis marr'd for ever. 
Love may overlook the speck, Mercy forgive it, 
But still the imperfection will be there. 
' It sparkled in my bosom bright and clear, 
' But now 'tis clouded, dimm'd, and dull'd ; 
' A broken, worthless thing, all cracked and sparr'd. 

Coun. This hopelessness is mother to despair. 
And will destroy us both. 

Gar. Too much of love 

Did beget too much of cruelty. 
Out of love I have done a tyranny. 
Affrighted at death's horror, I plunged him in it. 
Worshipping life, I plundered it from him. 
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Coun. Ah ! but it was for me you did this deed. 
Put to the core of thy remorse the cause 
Of thy misdoing, and let it draw away 
The fest'ring grief. I ever fondly lov'd 
Tliee ; but by this deed our fates are woven 
In one indissoluble tissue that 
Cannot be unraveird ; and together we 
Will pass into eternity. If thou go*st first 
Vn foUow quickly through the everlasting 
Doorway. Tis not a litde earth shall part us. 
Nor the suspension of a breath prevent 
Our long abidance with each other. This, 
Thy noble error, was for my gain ; and bought 
With a risk so monstrous that I am bound 
To share the penalty. I was the cause 
And miserable motive of this the most 
Magnanimous of crimes, and will, with thee. 
Partake the fate and consequence. 

Gar, What a flight of curses will alight on 
The despairing soul of him who lured me ! 
He might have saved me, and I might have 
Trod ti^e earth as jocund as Apollo 
When he mounts his sun-car for his journey. 
With you safe I had been misfortune proof. 
And my life a summer of enjoyment : 
1 could have known no grief, nor felt no care. 
My fortune and my frame, when fortified 
Within by a sound conscience, would have borne 
Me to any height of honour, and I 
Should have been in love with life for its own 
Sake. See what I am ? A sudden ruin ; 
A goodly tower undermined and fall'n ; 
A gallant vessel wreck'd by its pilot ; 
A vig'rous sapling that shot boldly up 
Struck at the root. 

Coun, No more, my wretched boy. 

Crar. A poisoned carcase that taints th' heavens^ 
A murderer! whom all shun ; who preys on 
His own kind. The worst of thieves, that breaks ope 
The waUs of flesh, and steals away the life. 
A self-will'd piece of dust, that dares to take 
The thunderbolt into its weak hand, and 
Launch it where it lists. 
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Caun, No more of this, I 

Pray thee. It is the frenzy of despair. 

Gar, * Which is there of us can predict his fete 
' And say he will not sin ? who dare tell me 
' I could do this deed, but, Hazael-like, 
' I would have spum'd him, and ask'd what dog I 

• Was to be suspected ? Yet I have fall'n ; and 

• I stand amongst the vile, sunder'd by 

' A line impalpable to sight, but so high 

• And deep it reaches from hell to heaven. 

• Oh ! huge and sohd earth, shoot back ! recoil ! ' 
And crush this time away ! Return events ! 

Oh ! could it be, were I as rich as is 
Th' universe, belted and decked with thousand 
Glitt'ring worlds, Fd give them all, all I 
Could put off, and gladlv shiver in the 
Northern blast. Oh !— Oh ! 

[Loud knocking. Sinks, in an ecstasy, into a seat. 
Coun. What is this terrible summons ? 
Gar, Dear mother. 

[Loud knocking continties ; voices are heard giving various 
orders. 
" Bar the inner gates !'* " Open the gates, Lorenzo !*' 
" The Tribunal ! " 

Coun. It is the office. Fly ! if you love me. fly ! 

Enter Manuel and Camilla, different ways. 

Cam. Fly, Grarcia ; fly through my chamber, and from the 
terrace leap — 

Coun. Keep them off at any hazard, till he's beyond 
pursuit. [Garcia here seems to he stricken, and is 

resolving on his course. 
Gar. (To himself.) Is 't come so soon ? 

[A loud crash is heard. 

Enter Seneschal. 

Lor. All is lost. The vassals, panic-stricken, give way. 

[Whilst he is speaking the troops of the Inquisition fill the haU, 

driving some of Garcia* s vassals before them. 

Officer. Seize all arms ; occupy each room ; flx seals upon 
the coffers ; let none enter or depart. Don Lorenzo Grarcia 
and Count of Vyera, in the name of the most holy office I 
arrest thee, and charge thee with the murder of Rodriguez 
Xerife, and with other manifold heresies and treasons. 



8CENBIII.] A TRAGEDY. 53 

Com. He 's innocent ! You have no proof. 

Gar. Dear mother ! 

Coun. He 's innocent ; you know he is. [7b the vassals.'] 
Why do you not with one voice say't ? ** Fear makes you 
dumb. This oppressive power appals you ; and your tongues 
cleave to your lips." What papers have you? [To the 
officers.'] You do not take a Spanish noble from his home 
without high warranty. Where is the King's order ? 

Officer. We have a higher. Madam. 

Coun. 'Tis hopeless. 

[The Countess falls into a chair, is attended by 
Camilla and Crarcia, 

Man. A few words, sir. [Retires with the officer. 

Coun. Stay, Garcia, stay at any cost ; I only ask you that. 
There is no danger hke to your departure. 

Gar. This is worse than death. 

Coun. I am your ruin — I am your destroyer ! 

Officer. 'Tia at peril 

Gar. Humanity has claims that you must heed at any 
peril, sir. 

Coun. For me, for me you die : I have killed thee. * Let 
us all die resisting. You shall not go ; they shall not take me 
unless they hew me into pieces to unloose my fold.' 

Gar. We shall soon meet, never to part. 

Coun. I will not be juggled ; ' you are entwined with every 
nerve, shrined in my heart, and steeped in every vein.* You 
do not know a mother's love, though you have shown a son's 
most mighty. 

Gar. ' 'Twas to save thee I did it : then live that it be- 
come not a maddening mockery. 

Coun. * A chill benumbs my heart.' 

Gar. Bear up awhile. 

Cam. My mother dies ! — water ! — ^restoratives ! 

Coun. Undo my 'kerchief. Camilla, do not let him go. 
Where is Garcia ? 

Gar. I clasp you. 

Coun. ' My dearest, fondest treasure. Yes, I am dying.' 
Go not from me. Give a little time. The dying have a 
privilege of command. I pray stand off, gentlemen. My 
Garcia here. Cannot you gain my room ? You could leap 
horn off the window sill across the chasm ; * they dare not 
follow. I faint. You cannot ! They are too many, — I die.' 

Gar. Is there no relief ? 
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Conn, Where are you? You are forgiven. I behold the 

angel who summons nre, and you are — ^kiss [Dies, 

lis carried back. 

Gar, I shall be with you soon, my mother. 
Great sorrow gives strength, and there yet remains 
Treble enough to last my shortening life. 
\ I would be brief, sir : Time and I nmst part. 
Write down my confession. 

Man. Garcia, this 

Gar. I must have my way. Put down, I confess 
To the murder ; to the deliberate. 
Long-reflected murder of Rodriguez. 
'Twas not a madd'ned leap. With steady step 
1 trod the downward path. Heav'n in its 
Mercy has dealt its wrath on this side of the grave. 

Man. I see your course is fixed, and will not vex 
With vain-opposing words your settled purpose. 

Gar. I would not drag through this dull world 
A load of grief and guilt. Camilla's 
Thine ; and when the storm is past she will 
Again lift up her tender soul. Give her my 
Latest pray'r, and bid her tell her children 
(For our race descends alone in her) my 
Fate, not without tears, but truly, and let 
Her say I fell for want of trust in Heav'n. 
Farewell, my friend ; farewell, my sister. 
Farewell ! my soul grows weary of much speech. 
My course has been as powder in the tube. 
Brief, but violent. My manhood has exploded 
Without aim or service. But of the world no more. 
Still one desire remains — let my ashes 
Be mingled with what I prized so much. 

Officer. They must be scattered ; it is so decreed 
By the council. 

Gar. There is a council elsewhere 

Will not forbid our souls to mingle. Speed 
Me to that. Proceed. [Exewit omnes. 
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